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PREFACE, 

BY 

THE EDITOR. 



The PoBins which I take the liberty of publish- 
iag were nerer iBtended by the Author to pass 
beyond the. circle of bis friends. He thought, 
with some justice, that what are called Occa- 
BioiMd Poems must be always insipid and unin- 
teresting to the greater part of their readers. 
The particular situations in which they were 
written ; tkne character of the author and of his 
associates ; all these peculiarilies must be known 
and felt before we can enter into the spirit of 
Buek oompotttions. This oonsidwation would 
have always, I believe, prevented Mr* Little 
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IV PREFACE. 

from submitting these trifles of the moment to 
the eye of dispassionate criticism : and if their 
posthumous introduction to the world be injus- 
tice to his memory> or intrusion on the public, 
the error must be imputed to the injudicious 
partiality of friendship. 

Mr. Little died in his one-and-twentieth 
year ; and most of these Poems were written at 
so early a period, that their errors may claim 
isome indulgence from the critic : their author, as 
unambitious as indolent, scarce ever looked be- 
yond the moment of composition ; he wrote as he 
pleased, dateless whether he pleased as he 
^rote. It may likewise be remembered, that 
they were all the productions of an age when the 
passions very often gite a colouring too warm to 
the imagination ; and this may palliate, if it can-^ 
not excuse, that air of levity which pervades so 
knany of them. The " aurea legge, s'ei place ei 
lice,' he too much pursued, and too much incuU 
tates. Few can regret this more sincerely than 
myself ; and if my friend had lived, the judgment 
t>f riper years would have chastened his mind^ 
and tempered the luxuriance of his fancy. 
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PftBFACE. V 

Mr. liiTTLs gave much of his time to tlie study 
vf the amatory writers. If ever be expected to 
find in the andents that delicaoy of sentiment 
aad Yftriety of fancy, which are so necessary to 
refine aqd animate the poetry of love> be was 
miieh disappointed. I know not any one of them 
who can he regarded as a model in that style ; 
Ovid made love like a rakci and Propertius like 
a (cboolmaster. The mythological allusions of 
the latter, are called erudition by his c<»nmen«^ 
tatfiora; hut such ostentatious ^splay, upon a 
auhject so simple as love« would he now esteemed 
rague and puerile, and was even in his own times 
pedaatie. It is astonishing that so many critics 
have preferred him to the pathetic TibuUus; 
but I helieve the defects which a common reader 
condenaBS, have been looked upon rather as beau- 
ties by those erudite men, the commentators ; 
who find a field for their ingentuty and research, 
in his Grecian learning and quaint obscurities. 

Tibullus abounds with touches of fine and 
oatural feeling. The idea of his unexpected 
a2 
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i-etiirn t6 Delia^ " Tunc vettiain subUo ?"/' &is. is 
imagined with all the delicate ardour of a lover; 
and the sentiment of *' nee te posse carere velim/' 
however colloquial the expression may have heen, 
is natnral, and from the heart Bat^ in my 
opinion^ the poet of Verona possessed more 
genuine feeling than any of them. His life was^ 
I helieve, unfortunate ; his associates were wild 
and ahandoned ; and the Warmth of his nature 
took too much advantage of the latitude which 
the morals of those times so criminally allowed 
to the passions. AH this depraved his imagina- 
tion, and made it the slave of his senses : hut 
still a native sensihility is often very warmly per- 
x^eptihle ; and when he touches on pathos> he 
reaches the heart immediately. They who have 
felt the sweets of return to a home from which 
they have long heen ahsent, will confess the 
beauty of those simple unaffected lines : 

O quid solutis est beatius curis ! 
Cum mens onos reponit, ac peregrino 

Lahore fessi venimus Larem ad nostrum 
Desideratoque acquiescimus leclo. 

Caiim. xxxii. 
♦Lib. i. Eleg.3. 
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PREFACE. VII 

His sorrows on the death of his brother are 
the very tears of poesy ; and when he complains 
of the ingratitude of mankind^ even the inexpe** 
rienced cannot but sympatiiize with him. I wish 
I were a poet ; I should endeavour to catchy by 
translation^ the spirit of those beauties which I 
admire * sO warmly. 

It seems to have been peculiarly the fate of 
Catullus, that the better and more valuable pia.rt 
of his poetry has not reached us; for there is 
confessedly nothing in his extant works to au- 
tlioj^ze the epithet *' doctus/' so universally 
bestowed upon him by the ancients. If time had 
suffered the rest to escape, we perhaps should 
have found among them some more purely ama- 
tory ; but of those we possess, can there be a 
sweeter specimen of warm, yet chastened de- 
scription, than his loves of Acme and Septimius ? 
and the few little songs of dalliance to Lesbia 

* In the following Poems, there is a translatibo of one 
his finest Carmina j'bat I fancy it is only a scbool-boy^s 
essay, and deserves to be praised for little more than 
the attempt. 
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are disthigtiished by such ad exquisite playfbl- 
Bes8, that they bave always beea assumed as 
nMdeb by tbe most ek^nt madem Latqiiats. 
a^l, I JHiaft ^anfossg iu tbe midst of thetse 
beaatiesi 

— * Medio de fonte lepornm 
Surgit amari aUquid, quod in ipsis i^ribiia maal ^. 

It has often been remarked, that the andents 
knew nothing of gallantry ; and we are told there 
was too much sincerity in their love to allow them 
to trifle with the semblance of pasnon. Bnt I can- 
not perceive that they were any thing more con- 
stant than the modems: they felt all the same 
^ssipation of the heart, though they knew not 
those seductive graces by whidi gallantry ahnost 
teaches it to be amiable. Wotton, the leavned 
advocate for the modems, deserts them tn con- 
sidering this point of comparison, and praises 
the ancients for their ignorance of such a refine^ 
meat ; hot ha aeema to have c^Ueoted lus notions 
of gallantry firora the Insipd fadmn of the 

♦ LncretioB. 
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PREI^ACE. IX 

French romances^ which are very untike the 
sentimental levity, the " grata protervitas," of a 
Rochester or a Sedley^ 

From what I have had an opportunity of oh- 
serving, the early poeta of oar own language 
were the models which Mr. Little selected for 
imitation. To attain their simplicity (sero ra- 
rissima nostra simidicitas) was his fondest am- 
bition. He could not have aimed at a grace 
more difficult of attainment * ; and his life was 
of two short a date to idlow him to perfect such 
a taste; hut how far he was likely to have 
succeeded, the critic may judge from his pro* 
du6tions. 

I have found among his papers a novel, in 
rather an imperfect state, which, as soon as I 

. * It is a curious illustration of the labour which siin- 
pUcity requires, that the Ramblers of Johnson, elabo- 
rate as they appear, were written with fluency, and 
seldom required revision; while the simple language 
of Rousseau, which seems to come flowing from the 
heart) was the slow production of painful labour, paus- 
ing on every word, and balancing every sentence. 
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liate arnUBiged aod coileoted it, shall be subaiitted 
to the public eye. 

Where Mr. Little was bAra, ox what is tbe 
genealogy of his parents, are poimtfi in which 
very few readers eaa be interest^ His Ufe was 
oae of those humble streams whi^h have scarcely 
a Bame in the map of ]ih, aa4 the traveller may 
pass it by without eaqaitiag its sooroe or direc*- 
tion. His character was well j^oown to all wha 
weie acquainted with him ; i^ he had too much 
vanity to hide its virtnest and not Mioogh of art 
to conceal its defects* The lighter traits of his 
mind may he traced perhiq[»s in his writipgs; 
but the few for which he was valued live only in 
the remembrance of his friends. 
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J. AT— NS— N, Esq. 



MY BftAR MS), 

I FSSL a very unoere pleasure in de- 
dkatiog td yd^ the Second Edition of our friend 
lanuitn Poems. I am not unconscious that 
there are many in the collection which perhaps 
it would he prudent to have altered or omitted ; 
and to say the truths I more than once revised 
them for that purpose ; hut, I know not why, I 
distrusted either my heart or my judgment ; and 
the consequence is; you hav^ them in their ori- 
ginal form: 

Non poHont nostros malUe, Faustine, litors 
Emendare jocos ; una Utura potest. 
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XII DEDICATION. 

I am convinced^ however, that though not 
quite a ecuuistereldchS, you have charity enough 
to forgive such inoffensive follies : you know the 
pious Beza was not the less revered for those 
sportive ;;tfvemlfa which he puhlished under a 
fictitious name ; nor did the levity of Bemho's 
Poems prevent him from maldng a very good 
cardinal. 





Believe me, my dear friend. 






With the truest esteem. 






Yours> 






T. M, 


JprU 10, 


18Q2, 
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POEMS, &o, 



TO JULIA, 

IN ALLUSKni TO 80MB ULIBSBAIi CSlTIGlSlfS. 

Why, let the stiagless critic chide 
With all that fame of Tacsnt pride 
Which mantles o'er the pedant fool, 
Like vaponr oo a itagncntpool! 
Oh ! ifthe.9ong, |o feeling trt;e, 
Can please the elect, the sacred fevr, 
Whose souls, by taste and Nature taught, 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought— 
Ifsome fond feeling maid like thee. 
The warm-ey*d child of Sympathy, 
Shall say, while o*er my simple theme 
She languishes in Passion's dream, 
** He was, indeed, a tender soul— 
*' No critic law, no chill control, ' 
'* Should oTcr freeze, by timid art, 
'* The llowings of so fond a heart t** 

B 
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Yes, soul of Nature ! soul of Love I 
That, hovVing like a snow-wing*d dove, 
Breath'd o'er my cradle warbliogs wild. 
And haii*d me Passion's wavmest child ! 
Grant me the tear from Beauty's eye, 
From Feeling's breast the votive sigh ; 
Oh! let my song, my memor}% find 
A shrine within the tender mind. 
And I will scorn the critic's chide ; 
And I will scorn the fume of pride, 
Which mantles o'^f the pedant fool 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool ! 



TO A LADY, 

WITH 80MB MANUSCniPT POEMS* 

ON LEAVING THE COUNTKT. 

WpsNy casting many a look behind. 

I leave the friends I cherish here— 
Perchance some other friends to find, 

But surely finding none so dear — 

Haply the little simple page» 

Which votive thus I've trac'd for thee. 
May now and then a look engage. 

And steal a moment's thought for me. 
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But oh I ia pity let not those 

Whose hearts are not of ^ntle mould, 
Let not the eye that seldom flows 

With feeling tear, my song behold. 

For, trust me, they who never melt 
With pity never melt with loviB ; 

And they will frown at all IVe felt. 
And all my loving lays reprove. 

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind, 
Which rather loves to praise than blame. 

Should in my page an interest And, 
And linger kindly on my name ; 

Tell him,--or, oh'! if, gentler still, 
By female lips my name be blest : 

Ah I where do all aflfoetioiis thrill 
So sweetly as in woman's breast?— 

Tell her, that he whose loving themes 
Her eye indulgent wanders o'er. 

Could sometimes wake from idle dreams. 
And bolder flights of fancy soar ; 

That Glory oft would elaim the lay, 

And Friendship oft his numbers more; 
But whisper then, that^* sooth to say, 
" His sweetest song was glfen to Love I" 
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to MRSw ■ 

If, in the dream that hbvera 
Around my aleeping mind. 

Fancy thy fplrm discoTera, 
And paints tibee maltioflr kind ; 

if joys from sleep I borrow. 
Sure thottUt forgive me this; 

For he who wakes to sorrew. 
At least may dretai of hUsfi ! 

bh I if then art, in seeming, 
AH that r?e e*er reqnhr'd : 

t)hl]flf«el. In dreaming, 
All that t^e e'er deffrM t 

Wilt thou forgive my taking 
A kiss, >r— something more t 

What thou deny'st me wakingr. 
Oh ! let me shimher «*«r ! 
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TO THE LAROB AKD BEAUTlFCTL 

MISS — — 

IN ALLUSXOZI TO gOtfBVARTKBIlflHIP IN A LOTTBRT 8BARB. 

IMPROMPTU. 

. wJBgMpiM— — . VMM. 

In wedlock a spedea of l6tl«ry iies. 
Where in blaBsks and in prizas we deal ; 

But how comes it that yon, tueh a tmpUoLpriMt^ 
Should so long hate rewwin^din thewk$el! 

If ever, by Fortune's indulgent decree, 

To me Boch a ticket should roll» 
A iUteenUk, Heav'n knows ! were iuffident for me; 

For what could I dp wilh Uio ifMe f 



TO JULIA. 



Will, Julia, if to lore, and Htc 
Mid all the pleasures lore can give. 

Be crimes that brfog^ damnation ; 
You--you and I liate giT*n such scope 
To lofes and jogrs, we scarce can hope, 

In Hea?'n, the least salfation ! 

B f 
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And yet, I think, did HeaT'n design 
That bli9s68 doAT, Uke ypurs and mihe^ 

Should be our own undoing; 
It had not m^e my soul so warm, 
Nor giv*n you such a witching form, 

To bid me dote on ruin ! 

Then Ivipe iiway thai timid tear; 
Sweet truant! you have nought to feAr, 

Though yoa were wbelm'd in sin ; 
Stand but at Heaven's gale awhiie. 
And y ou 90 Me «» «iigei SHitte, 

They can't but leCywn tn. 



llkJONSTANCV. 

Ash do I then Ifonder tliat JuHa deceires me, 
l¥hen surely there's aothing In nature more common I 

She TOWS to be true, and wliile Vowing she leaves me— 
But could I ejcpectany aM>re from a Woman t 

Oh, woman ! your heart Is a pitiful treasure; 

And Mahomet's doctrine was not too se^ti^^ 
'iVIien he thought yoH were only materials of pleasure. 

And reason and tldnldng were out of yonr sphere. 
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By your hettrt, wlMn the fond sigMner lofar c«il'%in it, 
He thinks that im mge of anxiety'd ftUd; 

Bat* oh ! whUe Wb MeBt, lei him die OA the mlftate-* 
If he live bttt e dM^, hem T»ewire1]r bdtrty^l. 



IMITATION OF €ATULLTO • 

TOBXIISSLF. 



Cbasb the sighing fool to play; 
Cease to trifle life away ; 
Nor f ainly think those joys thine own». . 
Which all, alas I have falsely flown I 
What hours, CatnlhiStOiiQe were thine. 
How fairly seem'd thy day to -shiner 
When lightly tho4 didstfly to meet 
The girl, whosmilMsQ rofliy swee^- 
The girl tliQu loT*dst with fonder pain 
Than e*i9r thy heart ean Isel agaial 
Yon me|i->yoiir aonls aeem'd all In dne— 
Sweet Uttto i]Mtfts imn said and i 



* Few potto kaMrkill«tlHUiO«lidto what «VtaMhwittsr calls 
— ladelieatMw 
IKim votaptMUc lenthnent; 
b«t his psHloBS too often ofcscwed his imagiaatkw. B. 
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Thy hem was w»rm enough for both. 
And hers, indeed; was nothiog loalh, 
Sneh were the hours that once were thine ; 
But, ah I ^ose hours no longer shine I 
For now thy nymph delights no more 
In what she lov'd to bear before ; 
And all Catullus now can do. 
Is to be proud and frigid too ; 
Nor follow wh^ethe wantiHi>fliiB« 
Nor sue the bliss that she denies. 
False maid ! he bids farewell to thee, 
To loTe, and all lore's misery. 
The hey-day of his heart is o*er. 
Nor will he court one favour more ; 
But soon he'll see thee droop thy head, 
Doom'd to k lone and loveless bed. 
When non« will seek the happy night, 
Or come to traffic in delight ! 
Fly, perjnr'd girt I— but wWther fly ? 
Who now win praise thy 6heek and eye? 
Who now win drink the syren tone. 
Which tells him thou art all his own? 
Who now vrill court ^y wild delights, 
Thy honey kl6S« and turtie bitet t 
OhI aone— Aad he who lor'd before 
Can never, never love thee more I 
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EPIGRAM*. 

Youa mother fays, myJilile VeaoSf 
There's sanutking not eorrwt between us, 

And yov're in fMt as auiBbat I : 
Now, o^ my sottl,my little Veaus« 
I think 'twodd not be rigibt between «s, 

Td let your notherlell 4 lie i 



TO 10L1A. 



Tuoud^ iPste, my giii; nmy bid nt pari^ 
Our souls it onnnot, shall not soTor ; * 

t'he heart will seek its kindred heart. 
And clibg to it as Aose as ever. 

but must we, must^ part indeed t 
is all our dream of rapture o?er t 

And does not Julf a*s bosom bleed 
To leave so dear, so fond a love^ ? 

Does 9kM too aoum t— > Pirhaps she isay $ 
Perhaps she weeps CHir blisses fleeting : 

But why is 4«Ua's eye so gay, 
If Julian heart like nine is biMtlngt 

M believe thifaplgnn it oriffiMaiynwMk. E. 
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I oft haye (o? *d the brilliftnt glow 

Of rapture in her blue eye streaming- 
Bat can the bosom bleed with woe, 
WUIe }oy 1* in the glances beaming? 

No, no t— Y%t, love, I ivIU not ehide. 
Although your heart were fond of roving : 

Northat nor all the world beside, 
Could keep your faithful boy from loving. 

You'll soon be distant from his eye, 
And, with you, all timt*8 worth possessing. 

Oh ! then it will be sweet to die. 
When life has lost its only blessing ! 



SONG. 

SwBBT seduoer! blandly smiling. 
Charming still, and siUl beguiling ! 
Oft I swore to love thee never. 
Yet I lovts thdo «mre than ever ! 

Why that little wanton blushing. 
Glancing eye, and bosom flashing. 
Flushing warm, and wily glaacing- 
AH is lovely, all entrancing ! 
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Turn away those lips of blisset— . 
I am poiaon'd by thy kisses ! 
Yet, again, ah I turn them to me : 
Ruin's swcfet, when they undo mef 

Oh! be less, be l^to enehanting ; 
Let some little grace be wanting : 
Let my eyes, when I*m expiring. 
Gaze awhiltf without aibhiring I 



NATURE'S LABELS. 

A VBAGMBNT.. 

In vain we fondly strive to trace 

The sours reflection in the face ; 

In vain we dwell on lines and crosses. 

Crooked mouth, or short proboscis ; 

Boobies have look*d as wise and bright 

As Plato or the Stagirite : 

And many a sage, with learned skull. 

Has peep'd through windows dark and dull I 

Since then, though art do all it can. 

We ne'er can reach the inward man, 

Nor inward woman, from witboat,* 

(Though, ma*am, you tmile, as if in doubt.) 
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1 think 'twere wdl II Natare could 
(And Nature could, if Nature would) 
Some pretty ahott descriptiona write. 
In ublets l«rce» in bbwic tMd white ; 
Which she might hang about our throttles, 
Like labels upon pbyii»*boktles. 
There we mi|^raa4 «f all-HSalstay-r 
As learned dialectica mjj 
The argument most apt and ample 
For common use, is the ezi^mple. 
For insti^ice, then, if Nature's care 
Had not arrang'd those traits so fair. 
Which speak the soul of Lucy L-nd-n, 
TkU is the label 8hQ*4 have pinn'd on. 

LABffL FIRST. 

Within this Tasetfaere lies enshiln'd 

The purest, brlgtitest gem of mind I 

Though Feeling's hand may sometimes throw 

Upon its charms the sbade of woe. 

The lustre of the gem, when telTd, ' 

Shall be but mellow'd, not conceatM. 



Now, sirs, imagJM, if foa'raabie. 
That natira wrote Lsaeoad label. 
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They're her mm wordfl-^-ttt least 6«ppdie to— 
And holdly ^n it on Ponqpoeo. 

bABBL BICOKO. 

When I oalnpos'd the fiistian braia 
Of tiiif reionhted Oaptaia Vain, 
I had at hand bm lew ingredfeatfl, 
And so waa ibrc'd to use ezpedieBts. 
1 put therein some small discerning, 
A grain of aenae, a gsiia of leacniog ; 
And when laawthe-voki behind, 
I iUi*d it «F wltii-«ro«h ioid iviBd I 



TO BiRS. 

SwMV kdy I to^Amot tbva again : 
ThoM UtOa paatiBg mllaa fiaoal 

A maid reaMmbeffVi MMT id«hipahv 
Who waavy lota, my ttfit, »y aUl 

Oh I while Ibb beart deMoaa look 
Sweet poison fmai bar tbriUing oya. 

Thus would abo pout; and liq», and look, 
And I woaU beait, and gaati, atid lighl 
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Yes, I did love her^-madly loye— 
She was the sweetest, best deoei?er ! 

And oft she swore sheM never rove ! 
And I was destin'd to believe her ! 

Then, lady, do not wear the smile 
Of her whose smile conld thns betray. 

Alas ! I think the lovely wile 
Again might steal my heart away. 

And when the spell that stole my mind 
On lips so pure as thine I see, 

I fear the heart which she rMlgaM 
Will err again, and fly to thee ! 



SONG. 

Why, the world aro all tIdiAing abbat it ; 

And as for myself, I oaii awear^ 
If I fancied thatboav^ wei^ without it, 

I*d scafrce feel a wish to go there. 

If Mahomet would bat receive me. 
And Paradise be as he paints, 

Vm greatly afraid, God tarifiwt me 1 
I'd worship the eyes of his saints. 
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But why should I think of a trip 
To the Prophet's seraglio above, 

When Philiida gWes me her lip, 
As my own little heaven of love! 

Oh, Phyllis ! that kiss maybe sweeter 
Than ever by mortal was given : 

But your lip, love, is only St. Peter, 
And keeps but the key to your heaven! 



TO JULIA. 



Mock me no more with love's beguiling dreamy 

A dream, I And, illusory as sweet : 
One smile of friendship, nay of cold esteem, 

Is dearer far than passion's bland deceit ! 

I've heard you oft eternal troth declare ; 

Your heart waa only mine, I once bdiev'd. 
Ah! shall I say that an your vows were air I 

And must I say, my hopes were all deeeivM ? 

Vow, then, no long# that 6ar souls are twin'd. 
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal : 

Julia ! 'tis pity, pity makei yon kind; 
Tou know 1 love, and you would secin to fsel. 
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But, shall I still go revel in those arms. 
On bliss in which affection takes no part? 

No, no! farewell ! yon gWe me bnl your cfaarnn, 
When i had fondly thought you gave your hetrtl 



IBIPROMPTU. 



Look in my eyes, my blushing fair ! 

Thou*lt see thyself reflected there ; 

And as I gaze on thine, I see 

Two little miniatures of roe. 
iThus in our looks some propagation lies. 
For we make bahteB in each other's eyes t 



TO ROSA. 



Dobs tho harp of Rosft sluBber? 
Once it biealJi*d the tw^etasi awnber I 
Ne? er does a wilder song 
Steal the breezy lyre aloof • 
When the wind, in odours dying. 
Wooes it with eoanonrM sighing. 

Does the harp of Rosfi oease? 
Once it toM a tale of peace 



d by Google 



POEMS. 17 



To her lover *s throbbing breast. 
Then he was diiiiiely blest I 
Ah! but Rosa loves nomor^, 
Therefore Rosa's song Is o*er ^ 
And her harp neglected lies ? 
And her boy forgotten sighs. 
Silent harp— forgotten lover— 
Rosa*s love and song are over ! 



SYMPATHY. 

TO JULIA. 

Bino ne sit niUa Vwos. SouniA. 

Oua hearts, my love, were doom*d to be 
The genuine twins of Sympathy : 

They live with one sensation*: 
In joy or grief, but most in love. 
Oar heart-strings mosically move. 

And thrill with like vibration. 

How often have I heard thee say. 
Thy vital pulse shall cease to play 

When mine no more is moving I 
Since, now, to feel a joy alone 
Were worse to thee than feeling none : 

Such sympathy in loving I 
c 2 
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Ah, oh! how often in tbose eyes. 
Which melting beam'd, llkeasiure aiufis 

In dewy Ternal wMtber*** 
How often bftVB I raptur*d read 
The burning gi»noe> that silent said» 

«« Now, loye» wfiJM tofpOher /'* 



PIETY. 



SvBf the pretlgr mm^ 

Prays with warm emotion ; 
Sweetly rolls her eyes 

In loye or in dofotion. 

If ber pious heart 

Softens lo roUew yon* 
She gently shares the fault, 

With» '' Ob ! may €tod forgi? e you i^* 



TO JULIA. 



I S4W the peasaM's hand unUnd 
From yonder oak the ivy sever ; 

They seen*d in very being lwin*d ; 
Yet now the oak is fresh as ever f 
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Noc so the widow *d i? y shines : 

Tom ir4im its dear and enlf stay, 
In drooping widowhood it pines^ 

And s«atlevB «U its Uloains away t 

Thast Jalia* did oar hearts oatwiae* 
Till Fate distarb*4 their teader Ues t 

Tbos fay tn^ffnrenoe hlo«»s in thine, 
While mine, deserted, droops and dies I 



TO MftS. 



In canntt pemler tl iBiooiiTene. Ocarini. 

Yes, I thinlt I once heard of an amorous youth 
Who was caught in his grandmother's bed ; 

^nt I own I had ne'er such a liquorish tooth 
As to wish to tm there in Ms stead* 

*Tis for you, my dear madlna, sathtobquestbte make : 

Antiquerians may vahte you Ugh : 
Bat I swear I canHlote for antiquity's sake, 

Such a poor i^rtuoso am I. 

I ha? e seen many ruins aH gilded with care, 
But the cracks were stfll plain to Ihe eye t 

And I ne'er felt a passion to ? enture in there, 
But turn'd up my nose, and pass'd t>y ! 
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I perhaps might have sigh'd in yoor magical cbain 
When your lip bad more freshness to deck St ; 

But I'd hate efen Dian herself in the wane^-^ 
She might then go to hMfor a HeeaUi 

Ko, no ! when my heart*! in these amorous Caints^ 
Which is seldom, thank Heayen I the case ! 

For by reading the Fathera, and Idvei qfthe SaiiU*, 
1 keep np a stock of good grace : 

Bat then, 'tis the creature loxariant and fresh, 

That my passion with ecstasy owns; 
For indeed, my disar madam, though ^nd qftheJlesM^ 

I never was partial to bonefi 



ONTHB 

DEATH OF A LADY. 

SwBBT spirit I if thy airy sleep 

Nor sees my tears, nor hears my sighs, 
Oh! I will weep, in lux'ry weep, 

Till the last heart's-drop fills mine eyes* 

But, if thy sainted soul can feel, 

And mingles in our misery ; 
Then, then, my breaking heart 1*11 seal— 
Thou Shalt not bear one sigh from me ! 
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The beam of morn was on the stream. 
But sullen eloada the day deform : 

Thoa wdrt, indeed, that morning beam. 
And death, dati that sallen storm. 

Thou vert not form'd for liTing here, 
Fte thoa wen kindred with the sky ; 

Yet, yet we held thee all so dear, 
We thought thou wert not form'd to die ! 



TO JULU. 



Swsw li the dreaan, divlntly sweet, 
Wben absent Mvli In ftmey mMt !•* 
At sMBlgbl, kml VW tUak of tbae! 
At midnight, l0f»i oh iMak Of me s 
Think that thoa giT'st thy deafest ktss, 
And I wttl think I IM the bliss. 
Then, if thon bloih, that blosh be mine : 
And if I weep, the tear betiiine i 



TO. 



€an I again that form caress, 
Or, on that lip in rapture twine f 

No, no! the lip that alt may prefts 
8bali nerer more be pressed by mine. 
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Can 1 again that lodk recal 

Which once could make me die for theet 
N^, no i the eye that buros on ail 

Shall never more be priz'd by me I 



WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF 

OF 

▲ lady's common-placb book. 

Herb Is one leaf retervM for me, 
From all thy sweet memorials firee ; 
And here my simple song mlghfc tell 
The filings thoa most gaess so well. 
Bat eoald I thus, witfain thy iida4, 
One tittle Tapani eomr find. 
Where no impres^n yet is teei, 
Where no meintolal yM lots been, 
Oh I it abdiOd be nHy sweetest care 
To wrUemp name for vwttk0r$i 



SONO. 

Away with this pouting and sadness ! 

Sweet girl I will you never give o*er ? 
I love you, by Heaven ! to madness, 

And wl^at can I swear to you moret 
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Believe not the old woman's fable. 
That oaths are a short as a kiss ; 
1*11 love yon as long as I'm able, 
f And swear for no longer than this. 

Then waste not the time with professions ; 

For not to be blest when we can, 
Is one of the darkest transgressions 

That happen *twixt woman and man. — 
Pretty moralist f why thus beginning 

My innoeent warmth to reprove ? 
Heav'n knows Uiat I never lov'd nnning-- 

Bxeept tftUft aimiinga in love f 

If swearing, however, will do it. 

Come bring me the calendar, pray*-* 
I vow, by that Up, I'll go through it. 

And not miss a srint on my way. 
The angels shall help me to wheedle ; 

I'll swear npon every one 
That e'er danc'd on the point of a needle *, 

Or rode on a beam of the sun I 

• I baUeve Mr. Little alliided ben to a (knuNU qvettien amoLg the 
«ail J ■choolmen : ** How many thomand angels could dance on the 
potatofatefy fine needle, wllkoirtjottHnf one another? IfhecetOtl 
tave been thinUnfof the ichooli while he was writinf this sens, we 
cannot mj ** cantt ImfPcCiMi.*' 
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POEMB. 



Oh I why should Platonic control, Jote» 

EtichKio an emotion &o free I 
Your aotil, though «t ¥ery sweet floul^ lo¥a. 

Will ne'er be sufficient for me. 
If yon Ihinfe, by this coolness and BCorning, 

To seem mure angelic and bright. 
Be 4fi nngel, my lov«, in the momlair, 

Butf ohJ be a ivoman to-nigkl i 



TO ROSA. 



Like who trust a to iummer sklos, 
And putH his iittL& bark to sea, 

U he who, lur'd by uniling eyea, 
Con»gi] a his simple hacirt to thee^ 

For, fickle Ib the sumtner wind, 
And sadly may the bnrk be tost ; 

For thou art sure to change thy wind, 
And then the wretched hear I U lost ^ 
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TO ROSA. 

Oh ! why should the girl of my goul be in tear* 

At a meeting of rapture iike this. 
When the glooms of the past and the sorrow of years 

Have been paid by a moiAent of bliss ? 

Are they shed for that moment of blissful delight. 

Which dwells on her memory yet 7 
Do they flow, like the dews of the amorous night. 

From the warmth of the sua that has set 2 

Oht sweet is the tear on that languishing smile. 

That smile, which is loveliest tiien ; 
And, if such are the drops that delight can beguile. 

Thou shalt weep them again And again ! 



ROKDBAU. 



'< Good taight I good night !"— And is It so ? 

And must I from my Rosa go ? 

Oh, Rosa I say " Good dlght!** once more. 

And I'n repeat It 6*er and o*er. 

Till the first glance of dawning light 

Shall find us saying, still, «<Good tUgMr 

D 
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And still '* Good night," my Rosa say^ 

But wliisper still, '' A minute stay ;*' 

And I will stay, and eyery minute 

Sliall haTO an age of rapture in it. 

We'll kiss and kiss in quick delight, 

And murmur, while we kiss, *^ Good night 1'^ 

*' Good night r* you'll murmur with a sig^ 

And tell me it is time to fly : 

And I will vow to kiss no more. 

Yet kiss yon closer than before ; 

Till slumber seal our weary sight-— 

And then, my love I my soul 1 Good night 1'^ 



AN AI^qUM£;^T 

TO ANT PHILLM OB ^HLO^ 

I*VB oft been told by learned friarf. 
That wishing and the crime are one. 

And Heaven punishes desires. 
As much as if the deed were done. 

If ifishing damns us, you and I 
Are damn'd to all our heart's content ; 

Come, th«if at least we may enjoy 
SoBftQ pleasure for our punishment ! 
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TO ROSA. 

WKITtnfr DtJRIKG ILLVkflS. 

Tnk wisest soul, by angaish torn, 
Will soon nnlearn the lore it knew ; 

And, when the shrining casket's worn, 
The gem within win tarnish too. 

But love*s an essence of the sonli 
Which sinks hot with this chain of clay ; 

Which throbs beyond the chill control 
Of withYing pain or pale decay. 

And surely, when the touch of Deatii 
Dissolves the spirit's mortid ties. 

Love still attends the soaring breath , 
And taakes it purer for the skies ! 

Oh, Rbsai ^ben, to seek its sphere, 
My soul shall leave this orb of men. 

That love It found so blissful here 
Shall be its best of blisses then ! 

And, as In fabled dreams of old. 
Some airy genius, child of time. 

Presided o'er each star that roU'd, 
And trtck'd U through its path sublime; 
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So tbou, fair planet not nided, 

Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray ; 
Thy loTer*f shade, di?lnely wed, 

Shall linger round thy wand'ring way. 

Let other spirits range the sky, 
And brighten in the solar gem ; 

1*11 basic beneath that Incld eye. 
Nor envy worlds of suns to them ! 

And, oh I if airy shapes may steal 
To mingle with a mortal frame, 

Then, then, my love 1-^but drop the veil ; 
Hide, hide from Heaven the unholy flame. 

No !-— whep th(|t heart shall cease to beat, ^ 
And when that breath at length is free \ 

Then, Rosa, spul to soul we'll jae^y 
And mingle to eternity I 



ANACR90NTIQUE. 



- in 90C/krsnnai veitente < „ 

Ta, Lib. i. eleg. ft. 



Prbss the grape, and let it pour 
Around the beard its purple show*r ; 
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And while the drops my goblet steep, 
111 think«-in woe the clasten weep. 

Weep ODy weep oo» my pouttng Tine I 
Heaven grant no tears, bat tears of wine. 
We^ on I and, as tby sorrows iow» 
IMl tkai^ the iuxmr^ qf wotl 



ANACREONTIQU£r. 

FttiBMD of my scull this goblet sip, 

*Twill chase that pensive tear; 
'Tis not so swee^as woman's lip. 
But, oh I 'tb more sincere. 
Lilce her delusive beam, 

Twill steal away thy mind : 
But, like Alfection^s dream, 
It leaves no sting behind I 

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade ; 

These flow'rs were cullM at noon ;— 
I4ke woman's love tlie rose will fade. 
But, ah I not half so soon ; 
For though the flow'r's deeay'd, 

Its fragrance is not o'er ; 
But once when love's betray'd, 
The heart can bloom no more ! 
D 2 
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WOMAN. 

** Neither do I eoBdiBn theo; go, and lin BO Monl" 

Oh, woman! if by simple wfle 

Thy sonl lias stray*d from honour*^ track, 
'Tis mercy only can beguile. 

By gentle wajrs, the wand'rer back. 

The stain that on Hqr ■rjrtne Ues^ 
Wash'd by thy tears, may yet decay, 

As clouds that soUy momiBg skies 
May all be wept in show'rs away. 

• 
Go, go— be innocent, and live— 

The tongues of men may wound tkee ^ere: 
But Heav*n in pity can forgive, 

And bids thee *' go, and sin no more J** 



LOVB AND MARRlAaE. 

Bque brevt veibo tern peieBiie maloiii. 



Stili. the (jg^Qstion I nuut parry^ 
Still a waywatd truant prove : 

Where I love, I mmt not marry ; 
Where I marr jr» mnnot love. 
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Were 8b«ftftrMt(oCt«r«i4ioo« 
WkhtlM tetst fpg^vmins minA : 

Le^iMd i^lKMit nlMatiaa ; 
N^tos^tfal, yetfe|toi*4; 

WIm AMQgb, but nevier rig^ ; 

€Kiy, bmt aot tooXightly free ; 
ChMle aii MOW, juul yet i¥4 /rigid; 

Warn, y^ 8ftlMifie4 V^h rae : 

Were she ftU^bU ten iixoes over, 
All that heaY*n to earth allows, 

I should be too much her lover 
Ever to beeomo her spouse. 

Love will never bear enslaving ; 

Sammer garments suit him best; 
Bliss itself is not worth having. 

If we're by compulsion blest. 



3i 



TH£ KiaS. 



IHa niii fai lecto noiawn p«MMre dsceri* 

0TiD,Lib.il.lleg.5. 

GivB ne, ny lovie, tbfit IxUliqg ki^ 
I tanghi you.ote 4elielQW night, 

When, turniBg ^^Aoorof in bliss, 
We Irkd inveiitMiM of 4eti^t. 



d by Google 



^2 P0BM8. 

Come, gently steal my lips along. 
And let your lips In marmurs note. — 

Ah, noi— again—tiiat kiss was wrong,— 
How can you be so dull, roy love I - 

*' Cease, deato ?" the blushing giii replied-- 
And in hor milicy aVMS she caught i^e— 

" Ho^ can you tbUft yoUr pupil chide ; 
You know Hwas in ik€ dark you titight me!' 



to MISS 



OK HER ASKING THB AUTHOR WHY SHE BAD 
SLB^LISS NIGHTS t 

I'll ask the sylph who round thee flies, 
And in thy breath his pinion dips. 

Who suns him in thy lucent eyes. 
And faints upon thy sighing lips : 

ru ask him where*s the veil of sleep 
That us'd to shade thy looks of light ; 

And why those eyes their vigil keep. 
When other suns are sunk in night! 

And I will sity— her angel breast 
Has never throbb*d with guilty sting; 

Her bosom is the sweetest nest 
Where Slumber could repose his wing. 
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And I will say^ber ct|eel(9 of flame. 
Which glow like roses in the san, 
Have never tHc a blilflA) «f shame, 
Except for what her ^yes have done ! 

Then tell me, i^hy, thou child pf air 1 
Does slumber from her eyelids rove 1 

What is her heart's impassion'd care ?— 
Perhaps, oh, sylph I perhaps *tis love ? 



NONSENSE, 



<}ooD reader! If you e'er l^are seep. 

When Phoebus hastens to his pillow, 
The mermai(]l8» with th^ir tresses green, 

Dandng iippn the w^st^m billow J 
If you have seen, at twilight dim* 
When the lone spiriCa vespor hymn 

Flpats wild along the winding shore : 
If youhav^aeeByihrtvi^mistsof etia, . 
The iairy train their kinglets waa/ve, 
Glancing along tile ^psBgledgffean:-^ . 

If you have sean all ^is, and more, 
Clod bless me ! what a deal you*ve seen ! 
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TO iv'hlL 

OM BAR BIHTB-OAT. 

When Time was entwining the garland 6f years. 
Which to crown my belo?ed was giyen. 

Though some of the leaves might be sullied with tears» 
Yet the fiowVs we^e all gather^ in heaven! 

And long may this garland Ve sWeet to the eye, 

May its verdure for ever be new 1 
Vonng Love shall enrich it widi many a 6igh, 

And Pity shall nurse it witb dew I 



£legiag stanzas ^ 

How sweetly could I lay my heAd 
Within the cold graVe*6 stlent breaiiti 

Where Sorrow's teari no more are shed, 
No moH the ills of life molest. 

For, ah ! my heart, bow vtry soon 
The glittering dreams of youth are post I 

And, long before it reach its noon^ 
The sun of life is overcast* 

• This poem, and some othen of the tune pensive cast, we ma^ 
suppose, were the result oflhe few melancholjr moments which a life 
io diort and lo pleasant as that of the author could have allowed. B. 
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— ^— —————— "^^M I —npw^pw I I I 

TO ROSA. 

4 fiur oonswfa, e cwnnlo d'amaoti* Past* Ftj?, 

And are you tlMii a tbiiig of art, 

Sedodng all, and loving none ; 
And have I strove to gain a heart 

Which every coxcomb thinks his own. 

And do you, like the dotard's fire, 
WUch, pow'rless of enjoying any. 

Feeds its abortlTo siok desire. 
By trifling impotent with many ? 

Dp yoi4 thus ^ek to flirt a, number. 
And through a round of danglers run 

Because your heart's insipid slumber 
Could never wake tofiel for one ? 

Tell me at once if th|s be true. 
And I shall calm my jealous breast ; 

Shall learn to join the dangling crew, 
And share your simpers with the rest 

Bat, if your heart be not so free.— 

Oh ! if another share that heart. 
Tell not the damning tale to me. 

But mingle mercy with your art. 
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rd rather think yoa black as bell. 
Than find yon to be all divine, 

And know that heart could love so well, 
Yet know that heart would not be mine ! 



LOVE IN A STORM. 

Qaain javat taMBltu TentM Mdlve cabutem, 



Loud suug, the wind in tile nlina aboTo, 

Which murmor'd the warnings of Time O'er «ur hemd ; 
While fearless we oifer'd dcTOtion to Loto, 

The rude rock our pillow, the rttshet our bed. 

Damp was the ddll of the wintry air. 
But it made us ellag closer, and warmly ooite ; 

Dread was the lightning, and horrid its glare, 
But it showM me my Julia in languid delight. 

To my bosom she nestled, and felt not a fear, 
Though the shcfwer did peal , and the tempest did frown ; 

Her sighs were as sweet, and her murmurs as dear, 
As if she lay Inll'd on a pillow of down .* 
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SONG. 



JissT on a bank was sleeping, 
A flow*r beneath ber bosom lay ; 

LoTe, upon her slumber creeping, 
Stole the flow'r ai^d flew awaj ! 

Pity then poor Jessy's rdn. 
Who, beealm'd by Slumber's wing, 

NoTer felt what Love was doing-- 
Na?er (}ream'd of such a thhig. 



THE SURPRISB. 

Chlobm, I swear, by all I e?er swore, 
That from this hour I shall not love thee more.-^ 

** What! love no morel Oh I why this alter'd vow?" 
Because I eannolt love thee mortf^-tfaan Hoiv / 



TO A SLBBPING MAID. 

Wakb, my life I thy lover's arms 
Are twin'd around thy sleeping charms : 
Wake, my love ! and let desire 
Undle those op'ning orbi of fira. 
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Yet, sweetest, though the bliss delight thee, 
If the guilt, the shame affiright thee. 
Still those orbs in darkness keep; 
Sleep, my girl, or seem to tkep. 



TO PHILLIS. 

Phil&is, tonUttle rosy I'ik^i "^ ^ 
That heart of ycfmii Uwg Uf rife : 

Come, giTe it me, and do not make 
So much ado about alr(^/ 



SONG. 



Whbh the heart *8fBeling 

Bums with concealing^ 

Glances will tell what we fear to confess : 

Oh I what aQ anguish 

Silent to languish. 

Could we not look all we wisll to ezpi^ss ! "*'' 
■ . . . . I .. ^ ^ ^ 

WhenhaltMflipIrfDg;^ ^. j 

Restless, deslriag, 
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Lovers wish someUOpyv^M si|«st 4io^«^ vhil^; 
Looks tM^ the ^ao^iw*.. . .. . ^ 

Looks lej^.thi^.9rai9^^ i 

Looks betray all that|b^.hf^ari,,w4>iadbe at. 



TUB'BALLAD* 

Thou hast sent me a €owery band. 

And told mr'tWfiJ Tresh from the field ; 

That the leaves were nntottch'd by the handy 
And the']i«({<^§r ^ ddonrs >i^dald yield* 

And indeed it was fragrant ai|d fair; 

Bat, if it were bandied by .^^^ 
It would bloom with a nTelierdr, 

And would surely be' SW^ter to me! 

Then take it, and let it entwine 
Thy tresses^so flowing and. bright; 

And each UUle floweret will shine 
Moeei rieh than a gen. to my sight. 

« T%to -MHad ««spitbakly leggtiiaA b]P ^ fbUowtag ^Icram In 

MAinAL: ^„ ^ ,.,., - ... 

lotMUt 4oaft itittlt mlki, Polb, ooioBM, 
A te TezatM rn^h Unfn lotts. ^if. xc*]Xb, 1 1«— B. 
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' Let the odorous gale of thy breath 
Embalm it with many a sigh ; 
Nay, let it be wither^ to death 
Beneath the warm nooh of thine eye. 

And, instead of the dew that it bears, 
The dew dropping fire^h from the tree; 

On its leaTos let me Btumb^ the tears 
That AfTection has stolen from thee I 



TO MRS. 



OK HER BBAUTIFUL TRANSLATION OF 
VOITURE'S KISS. 

Mob Ine mr moa Uvre 4toit Ion tonte eatMie, 
Poor MToorer ie mlel qui ior la ToCre'^toit ; 

Mala OB ne veCimit, elle mta derrMra, 
Taut de ce dou plaiiir I'amorce l*aneftolt TOif. 

How heaf '^ly was the poet's doom. 
To breathe his spirit through a kiss ; 

And lose within so sweet a tomb 
The trembling messenger of bliss ! 

And, ah ! his soul returnM to feel 
That it again could ra?ish*d be ; 

For In the kiss that thou didst steal, 
fiis life &nd soul have fled to theis ! 
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TO A LADY, 

ON SIR-ftlflOlllO. 

Thy song kas laAgHt my heart to feet 
Those soothing thoughts of heav'nly love 

Which o*6r the sainted spirits steal 
When ]lst*n!ngto the spheres aboye; 

When, tir'd otWh and misery, 
I wish to sigh my latest breath. 

Oh, Emma I I will fly to thee. 
And thon shalt sing me into deftth ! 

And if along thy lip and cheek 
That snUle^li^avhiiy sbftnesii play, 

Whieh,-^lfQiriivo.a nhMbt^Bl^^ weak,— 
So oft has stoPn my mind away ; 

... ^ . . . ' - iiV 

Thoa*lt seem an angel of the sky, 
That comes to charm me into bliM : 

ni gaze and die— Who would not die. 
If death were half so sweet as this? 
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A DREAM. 



I THOUGHT this heart confiuming lay 
On GapM*8 burning tbrinet 

I thought he stole thy heart Hway, 
And placM it near to mine. 

I saw t)^y heart begin to melts 

Like ice before the sun ; 
Till both a glow congenial felt» 

And mingled into one ! 






WRITTEN IN A €OMMON*PLAGE B60K, 

CALLED 

** THB flOOX OF rOLLOBSr 

In wUck «««rjoiietUit otmed ttiboaM «oii6flnit« loaielldflg. 

VOTBE BOOK OF FOI.UES. 

This tribute *s from a wretched elf, 
Wlio hails thee, emblem of himself ! 
The book of life, which I have trac*d, 
Has been, like thee, a motley waste 
Of follies scribbled o*er and o*er, 
One folly bringing hundreds more. 
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Some have indeed been writ so neat. 
In charaetarsso fair, so sweety 
That those who judge not too seyerely, 
Haye said they IotM siich follies dearly ! 
Tet still, O book I the aUu^Q statds ; 
For these were pennM by female hands : 
The rest,— alas ! I own the truth,— 
Have ^1 JMensioribhled so ttocomh, 
Tliiit'Pitideilce, wkli a with'ring look, 
Disdainful flings away the book. 
Like'tbtne, its pbgei^ here and there 
Have oft be6n stakiM wlthblots of care I 
AlidiM^niettmei hours of peaoe, I own, 
Up«ti some fkirev leaves' have showii. 
White as the snewiogs «f tet Iteaven 
By wtaleb the«i6 h^urs of petbe were giv^n. 
But now no longer— such, oh I such 
The blast of Disappointment's touch !— 
No longer now those hours appear ; 
Each leaf is sullied by a tear : 
Blank, blank is evVy page with care, 
Not e^n a folly brightens there. 
Will they yet brighten ?— Never, never. 
Then shut the book, O God ! for ever I 
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WRItTEN IN f HE SAME. 

TO T^B 
PHITTT iilTTLti UttS. 

iMPi^QiiPri;. 

Mi«to 



Mjmmb. 8a^4 Ub^^k tap. S. 

This jourmd of foUy *8 aaembleiii of me;; 
But what book shall ire tol emblematic of thee? 
Oh I sb^ll we not>8ay tb<wa arl L^fi*9 4m4^fMf 
None can be prettier; few can ba lea0»>.yo«^ow. 
Such a Toliimelnaibeirif 'irart*{Vol«ma QtdtmmM : 
Orif 6o«iu{,it «hoal|d.oiily ba hmmd Amimiv/tmul 



SOJfG. 



DiiR I in pity 4^ not speak ;^, 
In your eyes I read it all^ . 

In the flashing of yonr cheek, 
In those tears that fall. 

Yes, yes, my soul ! I see 

Yon love, you live for only nte I 



r- f: 
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Beam, yet beam that killing eye. 
Bid me expire in lusoibiis paih ; 

But kiss me, kiss me WMte I die, 
And, oh ! I life agsin ! 

StiU, my lore, Urith looking kill. 

And, oh 1 revifewitiiidftsesstmf 



THE TEAR. 

t^K beds of snoi^ the mocmbeitin slept. 
And chilly was the michiight gloom. 

When by the damp gnrre BUlen wepl^ 
Sweet maid ! it was her Lindor's tomb !i 

A warm tear giish'd, be wintry air 
Congeal*d it as it iflowM away : 

All night it lay an ice-drop there, 
At mom it glitterM in the ray 1 

An angel, wandVing from her sphere, 
Who saw this bright, this froxen gem, 

To dew-ey*d Pity broaght the tear. 
And hung it on her dfadem ! 



TO . 

In bona car qaisqtuun tertins iita fenlt ? Otid. 

So ! Rosa turns her back on me. 
Thou walking monament I for tliee s 
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Whose yUage, like a gtnvBrtUm» scribbled^. 
With Tanity bedanbM, l^tribbled, ^ 
TellB only, to the reading eye,. . 
Tliat underneath corf mating Ue, 
Within thy heart's contaqB^otts tomb . 

(A9taacemetery*»gjU><m)« 

Suspicion, rankling to infection, 
And all the worms of black reflection I 

And ihou art Rosa's dear elect. 

And thou.hast uron.the lovely trifle ; 
And I must befur. repulse, Beg^ect, 

And I mast all my aiiguish stifle i 
Wliile thou for .eyer linger*^ t m^^ 

Scowling, muttyinji;;, gloating, mumming, 
Like sume sharp, buay, fretful fly, 

A bout a twinkling taper humming. ' 



TO JULIA. 

WBB^INOr 



Oh I If your tears are gi?*n to care, 
fr real woe disturbs your peace. 

Come to my bosom,' weeping fhir I 
And 1 will bid your weeping cease* 
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But if with Fmioj*9 visionM fears. 
With dreams of Woe your bofM>m thrill ; 

You look so lof«ly in your tears, . 
That I must l^ you drop them still I 



BOliQ. 



Hats you not seen the timid tear 

Steal trembling from mine eye ? 
Have yoanot mark'd the flash of fear, 

Oreaaghtthemnrmur'dsigh? ^ 
And call you tMnk my love Is chill, 

Nor fizM on yon alonfff 
And can you rend, by doubting still, 

A heart so taiueh your ownT 

To you my 8oul*s-aibeaens mote 

DerouHy, warmly true ; 
My life has been a task.of Ioto, 

One long, long thought of you. 
If all your tender faith is o'er, ^ 

If still my truth you '11 try ; ', 
AUs 1 1 know but on* proof moire,— 

1*11 bless your «ane,iand die I 
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THE SHIELD*. 

Ob ! did you not hear a voice of death f 
And did jovnot mairk the paly form 

Which rode on the silyer mist of the heath. 
And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm t 

Was it a wailing bird of the gloom, 

Which shrieks on the house of woe all night— 
Or a shiToring fiend that flew to a tomb, 

To howl and to feed till the glance of light? 

Twas not the death-bird's ery from the wood, 
Nor shivering fiend that hong in the blast ; 

'Twas the shade of H41derie-*m«n ol blood- 
In screams far the gnilt^-of days that are past I 

See I how the red, red ligbtQing strayf. 
And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath I 

Now on the leafless yew it plays, 
Where hangs the shield of this son of death I 

That shield is blushing with murderous stains; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew 's spray ; 
It is blown by storms and wash'd by rains, 

But neither can take the blood away ! 



• Tkit potm it peifeetly in «ie taste •rihe pveNirt dsr-^ kb MM 
plebacalifaiiet.'^B. 
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Oft by that yew, on the blasted field. 

Demons danoe to the red moon's light ; 
While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging shield 

Sings to the raTing spirit of night ! 



TO MRS.- 



Ybs, UeaY*n can witness how I stroTe 
To loTe thee with a spirit's love ; 
To make thy purer wish my own,. 
And mingle with thy mind alone. 
Oh 1 1 appeal to those pure dreams 
In which my soul has hung on thee, 
And I've forgot thy witching form, 
And I've forgot the liquid beams 
That eye effuses, thrilling warm- 
Yes, yes, forgot each sensual charm, 
Sach mad'ning !«peli of luxury, 
That could seduce my saul's desires, 
And bid it throb with gailtier fires,— 
Such Mra« my love, ind many a tim^, 
When sleep has giv'ti thtc to my breast, 
And thou hast aecm*d to share the crime 
Which made thy lover wildly blest; 
B*en then, in all that rich delasion. 
When, by voluptaous vialons flr'd. 
My soul, in rapture's wurm confasipiii 
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Has on a phantMi^ Hp Mplv*^ f 

E'en tibM some purer thevjrlilt weald steel 

Amid sqr MiMMs' wenn ei;ee« ; 

Andaltiiemomenti— okt e^llbM 

I 're started Urom thy nelting press, 

And blosb'd for all r?e dar*d to feel. 

Yet sIgh'dtofMitan again l«- 

8ach wa» my love, and stUl, O still ^ 

1 might haye caImM the unholy thrill: 

My heart might be a taintless shrine. 

And then its Totire saint sboald be ; 

There, there I 'd make thee all dfyihe. 

Myself diirine in hon'ring thee. 

But, oh I thatnightt that fatal night r 

When, both bewilder'd, both betray'd. 

We sunk beneath the ffow of soul. 

Which for a moment mock*d control ; 

And on the dang*rons kiiss delayM, 

Almost yielded to delight t 

God! how I wish*d, in that wfldAonr, 

That lips alone, thus stkm^ with heat, 

Had for a moment alt the pbWr 

To m§ke onr sonls eilhsing meet ( 

That we might mingle by the breath 

In all of loTe*s deifcfons death ; 

And in a kiss at once be blest. 

As, oh 1 we trembled at the rest!— 

Pity me, love ! I *11 pity thee, 

If thov indeed hast felt Uke me. 
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All, all my boion't ptaee is o'erl 
At night* whiek vts my h^iv of cUm, 
When from the page of dassic lore, 
Fro« the pove Ibiat of caolent lajr. 
My soul has dmwa the pla«id M%. 
Which charm'd its littte grieft away; 
Ahl there I tad that balm BO DMMre^ 
Those speUs* whieh makiq as oft forget 
The fleeltog trottbks of timday, 
In deeper spnrowi only wM 
The stings they cannot tear away. 
When to my pMow rach'd I fly» 
With wearied semo and wakeful eye. 
While my hrain maddens, where, O w|iere 
Is that serene €on«oUn|( pray V9 
Which once has harbingcr'd my rest. 
When the stiU soothipig folea of Heaten 
Hat seem'd to whisper in n^breast^ . 
'< Sleep on, thy errors ara loqiiteB! " 
No, thoogh I StiU ia semblavee pray« 
My thoughts are wandering far away ; 
And e*en the name of Dei^ 
Is murmur'd out in sighs lor thee* ! 

•TMffawgtfMr M tW » ai M <f »e i t »p t»i niw i m Um tlitHifct 
poeCiy of tte Pveneb, and i^ I thinly puticnlarly mttad to ti^nM the 
TtrioUot of foiliiis. In gentler emotioni , the TOfie maj flow perlmUo 
end legBlu ; end in the tftndtion to violent piHioa, oan amme aU the 
naiflMtedahraptneMofUaak vene. Beiidet,hy tfipesriag with the 
Umltf of diitiehnd ilMBa,tt allfm — latiiirtHj impswitn of the 
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ELEGIAC STANZABv 

8UPP08BD TO BK VRrETBH BT iVMAf OM THB 
DBATH or BBB BROTHBR. 

Thovoh sorrow lott^ ^m worn my heart ; . 

Though eyery day I *ve counted o'«r. 
Has brought a new and quiok^iii^ smart 

To wounds that rankled fresh before ; 

Though in my eailiest life bereft. ' 

Of many a link by nature tied ; 
Though hope deceiy*d, and Measure IjSft ; 

Though friends betray'^ ^nd fOM belied ; 

I still had hopes-^-for hope wiH stay 

After the sunset of delight : 
So like the star wfiiisb ushers day, 

We soaree lean tlifaik itbeiMds night I 

I hop*d that, after all its strife. 
My weary heart at length should rest. 

And, fsintittg fi^m th^ wares of life. 
Find harbour in a brother's breast. 

That brother's breast was warm with truth, 
Was bright with honour's purest ray ; 
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He WBS the dearett, geittest youths 
Oh! whythenwtthetitmftwayt 

He flhoQld have stayed, have lingerM here, 

To calm hU Jiilla*k erery voe ; 
He should hate ehas'd each hitler tear. 

And not hare eaiiB*d those tears to flo#. 

We saw his yoniaiftil soul expand 
In blooms of gwdas, nsrsM liy taste ; 

While Sdenee, with a fost*rin; hand^ 
Upon his brow her chaplet placM. 

We saw his ffradoal opHiIng mind 

EnrlehM by all the graces dear; 
Enlighten'd, social, and reflnM, 

In friendship flrm, In love sincere. 

Such was the yonth we IotM so well ; 

8nch were the hopes that fkte denied-^ 
We lo?*d, bnt ah ! we coald not tell 

How deep, how dearly, till he died! 

Close as the fondest links could strain, 
Twin'd with my yery heart he grew ; 

And by that fate which breaks the chdn. 
The heart is almost broken too ! 
p9 
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FANNY OF TIRIMOL. 

A MAIL-COACH AOTIHTURI. 
QiadrigltpetinMbflaenfwiB. Hmuob. 

SwBET Fanny of Timniol 1 when first yoa^carae in 
To the elose little carriage in which I was hnrl'd, 

I thought to myself, if it were not a sin* 
I could teach you the prettiest tricks In the wor^. 

For your dear little lips, to their destiny true, 
Seem*d to know they were born for the use of another ; 

And, to put me In mind of what I ought to do, 
Were eternally biting and kissing each other. 

And then you were darting from eyelids so sly,— - 
Half open, half shutting,— such tremolous light : 

Let them say what they wHl, I could read in your eye 
More comical things than I oyer shall write* 

And oflt as we mingled oar legs and our feet, 
I felt a pulsation, and cannot tell whether 

In yours or in mine— but I know it was sweet. 
And I think we both felt it and trembled together. 

At length when arriv'd, at our supper w6 sat, 
I heard with a sigh, which had something of plUn, 
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That perhaps oar last momeiit of meetiiif was that. 
And Fanny should go back to TIaMnol again. 

Yot I sw«Nre not that I was in lore with, you, Fanny,--- 
Oh, no I for I felt it coald never be true ; 

I bnt said what I *Te said very often to many- 
There *8 few I would rather be Icissing than you { 

Then first did I leam.that yon once had belie^'d 
Some loTer, the dearest and falsest of men ; 

And so gently yon spoke of the yonth who deceif'd, 
That I ihonght yon perhaps might be tempted again. 

But you told me that passion a moment amns*d, 
Was follow'd too «fl by an age of repentfaig ; 

And checkM me so softly, that while you refus'd, 
Forgife rae, dear girl, if I thought ^twas consenting I 

And stiU 1 entreated, and stttl yon deided. 
Till I ahnost was made to beHeire you sineere ; 

Though I found that, in bidding me lea?e you, you 
sigh'd. 
And when you repuIsM me, 'twas done with a tear. 

In Tain did I whisper ** ^here 's noboity nigh ;" 
In Tain with the tremors of passion implore : 

Your excuse was a kiss, and a tear your reply— 
I acknowledge them both, and I ask'd for no more. 
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Was I right f«^oli 1 I auMOt Wlieve I was wrong. 

Poor Famiy it gono baok to Ttamwl agBin ; 
And may Protidence guide her oninjarM along^ 

Nor neatter W path fdth repantaaea aad pain ! 

By Heay'a ! 1 woald rather for ever Ibrairear 
The elyfltam that dwells oa a beavtifhl breast, 

iThan alarm for a moment the peaet that is there. 
Or banish the ilove from so hallow'd a nest ! 



k NIGHT THOUGHT. 

How oft a doad, with anviotti iratt, 
Obscares yon bashfnl light. 

Which saanaso modaatly to steal 
AtoUff tba wiata of night ! 

'Tis thus the world's obtrusiYe wrong! 

Obieart with wallet ketn 
Some tifliid heart, which only longs 

To life and i^e naaaen I 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS. 
Skjmlpcrin. 

Whbn weary wretehes unk to sleep, 
How .heavenly soft ihelr tlumbers lie ! 

How sweet U death to ihoi e who weep, 
To those who weep, and long to die 1 

Saw yon the sc^aad gtassy bed. 

Where flow'reta deck the green earth's breast ? 
'TIS there I wish to lay my head, 

'TIs there I wbh to sleep, at rest I 

Oh ! let not tears embalm my tomb, 
None bat the dews by twilight given I 

Oh! let not sighs disturb the gloom. 
None bat tiie whispering winds of heaven ! 



THE KISS. 



Grow to my lip thou sacred kiss, 
On which my soul's beloved sWore 
That there shooM come a time of bliss. 
When she woald moclc my hopes no more $ 
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And fancy shall thy glow ranew. 
In sigfaa ai; nonii Md draaaM at nlgbt. 
And nona shall gtaal thy holy daw 
IW thou'rt absolv'd h^ xaptora'a riU. 
Swaat l^onrs that are to maka me blaat^ 
Oh! fly, like bveaMs lo tlM goal* 
And lot ny lofa, aiy nara than aaal. 
Coma paatiBf to tUa fa^ar'd braait ; 
And while In afairy glaiiee I drink 
The rich o*arflowlngi of her mind. 
Oh I let her M impaatSanM aink. 
In swaat abaadtniMBl raii9n*d» 
Blushing for all our stmgglas past. 
And mumrarlng, •* I am lUna at last ! '* 



TO 



With all my soul, then, let us part. 
Since both are anzioas to be firee ; 

And I will send yon home your heart. 
If you will send back mine to me. 

We 've bad some happy hours together. 
But joy must often change its wing ; 

And spring would be but gloomy waaihar. 
If we had nothing else but spring. 
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TIs not tluit I expeol «0 iad 
A more devaM, fond, itMllio««iwv 

With rotter dieek or sweeter nlnd— 
BMtgh ilr iM tbtt elie^e • adw «#• 

Thus let as iMtte tile bowof let«» 
Where w» lMi?« loiler*^ loaf to MlM ; 

And yon may down tkat ptlh-way ro¥e» 
While I sMI tae ay W17 Mvengli HOl 



Our bwns iHm si#Bf M IWe 

In thb short Alter of deslfw : 
Yon hare not lost a single charm, 

Nor I one spark of feeling fire. 

My kisses hate not stain'd the rose 
Whkb natorelMUif iponycm lif ; 

And stiU yonr sigh with neetar flows 
9br mtny ftraptw^d soul l» sip. 

Farewell I and whfin aosM othat Isir 
Shsil call yeamand'icr to her anu. 

Twill he my Inznry to compare 
Her spetta with yow resMonher'd ehanas^ 

»*Thiseheek,**I1tsay, ••itnttiohright 
As one that us'd t» meet «y him ; 
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This eye has not sacfa liquid light 
As one that us'd to talk aC blisa r* 

FiireweU ! and when some futare loTor 
Shall claim the heart which 1 resign. 

And in exulting joys discover 
All the charms that once were mine : 

I think I should be sweetly blest. 
If, in a soft imperfect sigh. 

You 'd say, while to his bosom prest. 
He loves not half so well as 1 1 



A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

Seb how, beneath the moonbeam's smile. 
Yon little billow heaves its breast. 

And foams and sparkles for awhile, 
And murmuring then subsides to rest. 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care, 
Rises on Time's eventftil sea ; 

And, having swell'd a moment there. 
Thus meks Into eternity ! 
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AN INVITATION TO SUPl^ER. 
TO MRS. 

Mtsilv, deai^ Julia! and the Sun, 
Have now two years of rambling run ; 
And be before his wheels has driyen 
The grand menagerie of Heayen : 
While I haye met on earth, I swear. 
As many brutes as he has there. 
The only diflfrence I can see 
Betwixt the flaming god and me. 
Is, that his ways are periodic. 
And mine, I fear, are simply oddie. 
But, dearest girl t 'tis now a lapse 
Of two short years, or less, perhaps. 
Since ycMi to me, and I to you, 
VowM to be eyer fpndly true I— 
Ah I Julia! those were pleasant times ! 
You loy*d me for my am*rous rhymes; 
And I loy'd you, because I thought 
Twas so delicious to be taught 
By such a charming ^ide as you, 
With eyes of fire and lips of dew, 
All 1 had often fancied o'er, 
But neyer, neyer felt before : 
o 
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The day flew by, and night was short 
For half our blisses, half our sport! 

I know not how we chang'd, or why. 
Or if the first was you or I : 
Yet so *tis now, we meet eacK otherj 
And I 'm no more than Julia's brother ; 
While she*s so like my prudent sister, 
. There 's few would think how dose I've kist her. 

But, Julia, let those matters pass! 
If you will brim a sparkling glass 
To yanishM hours of true delight. 
Come to me after dusk to-night. 
Ill haye no other guest to meet you, 
But here alone t'U Wm-^MU you. 
Oyer a little attic feast. 
As full of cordial soul at least. 
As those where Delia met Tibultus, 
Or Lesbia wanton'd with Catullus *« 

I *11 sing yon many a roguish aoiiDet 
About it, at tt, and upon it: 
And songs addressed, as If I iovM, 
To all the girls with whom I've roy'd* 

I, DOB liM CMdii4 pvfin. Cat< Ouib till. 
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Come pr*y^l^ tmffit JQ^'U M me km, 
Liktt Horaoe* Wfi»*V fer biy d w *. 
There f hiUl PQl to« t^-iilglit, on earUn, 
Two goult moi^ ^ftWVi^ IPirth ; 
And though onr hey-day passion *s fled» 
The ai^rU of the love that *8 dead 
ShMl hovel' vmatOB o'ef o^t head; 
Like seals that raand the grave will iy, ; 
In which their lat^ possessor! Ue : 
And who, my pretty Julia, knows, 
But when our warm remembrance glows. 
The ghoH qf Love may act anew, 
What liOfe when living us'd to do ! 

■ 1 11 t pw yt t yh ' ■ 
' ' AW 

ODE UPON MORNING. 

Turk to me, love! the morning rays 
Are glowhog o*er tiiy languid charms ; 

Take one luxurious purtlng gase. 
While yet I lUiger in thiiM? lirnis. 

• I . ■■ ■ ■ M . M. yitfiw 
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'Twas long before the noon of night 
I stole into thy bosom, dear I 

And now the glance of dawning light 
Has found me still In dalliance here! 

Turn to me, loyel the trembling gleams 
Of morn along thy white necl: stray ; 

Away, away, ypu enviom beams, 
I '11 chase you with my lips away ! 

Oh! is it not divine to think,-^ 
While all around were lullM in night. 

While e*enthe plai^ets seem'd to wink,— 
We kept our vigils of delight I 

The heart, that Httie^world of ours. 
Unlike the drowsy world of care, 

Then, then awak*d its sweetest pow*rs, 
And all was animation there I 

Kiss me once more, and then I fly. 
Our parting would to noon-day last; 

There, dose that languid trembling eye. 
And sweetly dream of aU the past I 

As soon as night shall fix her seal 
Upon the eye* and lips of men. 

Oh, dearest I I will panting steal 
To nestle In thine arms again ! 
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Oar joys aliftU Xt^^ tbelr «ld«^flifflM, 
Secret m those eetoW «ph€ir«i 

Unlieard taf drowsy norlal etrsl 



SONG* 



OA I nothing in life can sadden us. 

While we haye wine and good homour in stdre ; 
With this, and a Utile of loTe to madden as. 

Show me the fool that can labow for more ;' 
Come, then, bid Ganymede Ml er'ry bowt for yoa. 

Fill then Of bilmmars, and diink as I eali r 
I *m goingito toast evVy nymph of my soul foi^ yo», 

Ay, on my sonl, I 'm In Ioto with Ihem all ! 



Dear ertaiwrea I wie can't Uto wUhoil them, 
They *{« alllhaitiis awcel fmiMdndni to man; 

Looking, sighing about and about them. 
We dote on them, die for them, all that we can. 



• Then are many qpvkmicopieiofthlisoiiglBelfeslatUNi; end 
it ie ariveneUy attiib«(e4 f a geaUeikiaa, wh» hae bo men right 
than the Mitfoi of theie fMon to taj Awe «*iKlOTfr is the «««• 



oS 
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Here *s Phillis 1— whose innocent bosom 

Is always agog for some novel desires ; 
To-day to get lovers, to-morrow to lose 'em. 

Is all that the innocent Phillis requires.-^ 
Here 's to the gay little Jessy I— who simpers 

So vastly good-humoured, whatever is done ; 
She'll kiss you, and that without whining or whimpers. 

And do what you please with you^all out of fun 1 

Dear creatures^ &c. 

A bumper to Janny 1— I know you will scorn ber., 

Because she *8 a prude, and her nose is so curl'd ; 
But if ever you chatted with Fan in a comer. 

You 'd say she *8 the best little girl in the world I— 
Another to Lyddy 1— sUll struggling with duty, 

And Asking her cotjAcieoce still, '* whether she 
should ;" 
While bi!r eyes, in the silent confession of beauty, 

Say *'' Only for BQfactking I certainly would I" 

Dear creatures, &c. 



FaiforChloe! be wilchingly simple, 

Wbo angles the heart without knowing ber lure ; 
Htill wounding around with a blush or a dimple. 

Nor iteming to f&el that she also could cure!— 
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Here's pious Susan !— the saint, who alone, sir. 
Could ever have made me religious outright : 

For had I such a dear little sa|nt of my own, sir, 
I*d pray on my knees to her half the long night ! 

Dear creatures, &c. 



Comb, tell me where the maid is found, 
Whose heart can love without deceit. 

And I will range the world around, 
To sigh one moment at her feet. 

Oh I tell me where's her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh, 

A pilgrimage of years 1 11 roam 
To catch one sparlcle of her eye ! 

And if her cheek be rosy bright, 
While true within her bosom liies, 

1*11 gaze upon her morn and night. 
Till my heart leave me through my eyes I 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

1*11 own all miracles are true ; 
To make one maid sincere and fair. 

Oh ! *tis the utmost Heav'n can do ! 
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Sweetest love l 1 11 not farget thee ; 

Time shall only teach my heart, 
Fonder, warmer to regret ihect 

Lovely, gentle as thou aril — 
Farewell, Betsy ! 

Yet, oh I jet agnin we *l\ meet, Jovp, 

Antl repose nur hearts at last : 
Oh I sure 'twill then be sweet, lore^ 
Calm to thin (e on Horrowa fast*— 
Farewell, Bessy! 

Yes, my girif the dUlant blessing 
Mflyn*t be alwayi sought In T&in; 

ilnd the monaent of possessing— 
Will *t not, loTo, repay our puin t 

Farewell, Besi^y I * 

Still I feel my heart U breaking-, 
When I think 1 strfty from thee, 

Ronnd the world that quiet seeking, 
Which 1 fear Is not for me 1-* 
FareweJl, BesAy ! 

* All tbve iDiip *iire idaptAd l« aifc, whldi Mt, LHUe t 
•fid iflffietJineB »D$4 rDrfalarrteafbti: tliJi niay airc«iiiit Iw 
ijjrWj or meirc Dbtenalile la mmoy vt them,— E* 
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Calm ta peace thy lorerVfoosMB^' 
Can it, dearest ! must it l)e T 

Thou within an liour shalt iose hhn, 
He for efer loses thee ! 
Farewell, Bessy I 



SONG. 



If I swear by that eyet, youUl aU«w. 

Its look is so skf fttng and new, 
That the oath t might t»ke on it no«. 

The very next glanee would imdo I 

Those babies that nestle so sYy, 

Such diflferent arrows have got, 
That an oiftth on the glance of an eye 

Such as yoars may be off in a shot ! ' 

Should I vwear by the dew on your lip, 
Though each moment the treasure renews, 

If my constancy t^ishes to trip, 
I may kiss off the oath when T choose ! 

Or a sigh may disperse from that ilowV 
The dew and the oath that are there ! 

And I 'd malce a new vow ev*ry hour, 
To lose them so sweetly in air ! 
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But dear up that ImIkt*!! oiypiaar favGif, 
Nor fancy my faith U a feather ; 

On my heart I will pledge you ray tow. 
And they both must be broken logeHier t 



JULl^^ KJS8. 



WdBN infaat Bliaa ia roses slept, 
Cupid upon hla slnmbfr orefit ; 
And while a halaiy idf h he st^l^, 
Exhaling from the infiimt^ a(|u|. 
He smiliBg said, «' With this, with this 
I 'U scent my Julia's bun^Off li^U^ V* 

Nay more ; ha stole ^ Veims* b^, 
£re yet the sangujoie flush M fMi 
Which LoTe^ divinest, dearest flame 
Had kUi^led^r^ugh her panU^g fcame. 
Her soul still 4vf H op. meippry's t^iem^s^ 
Still floated in Yo^i^ptuous dreapis ; 
And every joy sh&/^lt.i:|ejrore . 
In slumber now was acting o'er. 
From her rfpo Mp^> V^ich seem'^ to thrill 
As In the ^ar 9f kiSiS^ sMU, 
And amprotts to efich other clung. 
He stole tipe dew that trembling hung. 
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And smiling said, *' With this, with this 
'« 1*11 bath^ ihy JtJlia's buirh!ii|^ kiss ! 



ii» 



TO 



Rbmimbbr him thou lea?*st behind, 
Whose heart Is warmly botaad to thee, 

Close as the tendVett Hnfta can bind 
A heart as warm as fatort ciein be. 

Oh ! I had long in freedom rov'd. 
Though many seenied my soul to bhare | 

Twas passion when I thought I loY*d, 
'Twas fkticy when I thought them fair. 

£*en she» my muse's early theme, 
Beguird me only while she warm'd ; 

Twas young desire that fed the dream. 
And reason broke what passion form*d. 

But thou— ah J bett^ had it beton 
If I had Btill in frefedoni rov*d^ 

If I had ne'er thy bte^ties seeri« 
For then I nef er should have lo?*d ! 
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Then all the pain which lo?ers feel 
Had ne? er to my heart been known ; 

But ah ! the joys which lofers steal, 
Should they have ever been my own? 

Oh I trust me, when I swear thee this. 
Dearest ! the pain of loving thee, 

The very pain, is sweeter bliss 
Than passion's wildest ecstasy ! 

That little cage I would net part. 
In which my sou^ is prisonM now. 

For the most light and winged heart 
That wantons on the passing tow. 

Still, my belov'd ? still keep in mind. 
However far removed from me, 

That there is one thou leav*st behind. 
Whose heart respires for only thee I 

And though ungenial ties have bound 
Thy fate unto another's care ; 

That arm which clasps thy bosom round. 
Cannot confine the heart that *s there. 

l!^o, no ! that heart Is only mine 

By ties all other tlea above. 
For I have wed it at a shrfne 

Where we have had no priest but Love t 
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Flt from the wefkK O BeMy4 to me^ ' 

Thou 'It DOTOr tnd any sincerer % 
1*11 gire up the world, O Bosgy ! for thee, 

I can neter meet any thal*ft dearer t 
Then tell me no more, with a tear and a sigh. 

That onr love's will be oenanrM by many ; 
All, all have their follies, and who will deny 

That ours is the sweetest of any ? 

When your lip has met mine, in abandonment sweet, 

Have we felt as if virtue forbid it ?-- 
Have we felt as if Heaven denied them to meet ?— 

No, rather 'twas Heaven that did it I 
So innocent, love, is the pleasure we sip, 

So Utile of grailt is there in it. 
That I wish all my errors were lodg*d on your lip, 

And I *d kiss them away in a minute I 

. . .j/ i > . ' . 

Then come to gMit leweT) oh! fly to his sbed. 

From a worid which I know thou despisest ; 
And slumber williiover at lighten our. bed. 

As e'er on the couch of the wisest I 
And when o'er oor plUew ike tempestis driven, 

And thou pretty isaooent fearest, 
I '11 tell thee, it is not the chiding of Heaven, 

Tis only our lullaby, dearest! 
H 
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And, oh ! when we lie on our death-bed, my love, 

Looking back on the scene of our errors, 
A sigh from my Bessy shall plead then above. 

And Death be disarm'd of his terrors I 
And each to the other :embraciog will say, 

*• Farewell ! let us hope we 're forgiven !" 
Thy last fading glance will illumine the way. 

And a kiss be our passport to Heaven 1 



SONG. 

Think on that look of humid ray. 
Which for a moment mix*d with mioe» 

And for that moment seem'd to say, 
*< I dare not, or I would be thine !*' 

Think, think on ev'ry smile and glance. 
On all thou hast to charm and movat 

And then forgive my bosom's traBoe, 
And tell me 'tis not sin to love ! 

Oh I not to love thee were the sin ; 

For sure, if Heav'n's decrees be done. 
Thou, thou art destin*d still to win. 

As I was destin*d to be won I 
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A CAPTiTB thus to thee^ mjr giii» 
How sweetly shall I pass my age. 

Contented, like the playful squirrel, 
To wanton np and down my cage. 

When death shall envy joy like this, 
And come to shade our sunny weather, 

Be our list sigh the sigh of bliss. 
And both our souls exhal'd together! 



THE CATALOGUE. 

** CoMB« tell me,** says Rosa, as kissing and kist, 

One day she reclin*d on ray breast ! 
** Come, tell me the number, repeat me the list 

** Of the nymphs you have lov'd andcaresU** — 
Oh, Rosa! 'twas only my fancy that rov*d. 

My heart at the moment was free; 
Bat I *11 tell thee, my girl, how many I *ve lov *d. 

And the number shall finish with thee ! 

My tutor was Kitty ; in infancy wild 
She taught me the way to be blest ; 

She taught me to lore her, 1 lov*d like a child. 
But Kitty could fancy the rest. 
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This lesson of dear mad enrapturing lore ~ 

I have never forgot, I allow ; 
I have bad it 6y roU very often before* 

But never fry heart until now ! 

Pretty Martha was next, and aiy sonl was all flame. 

But my head was so fall of romance. 
That 1 fancied her into some chivalry dame. 

And I was her knight of the lance ! 
Bat Martha was not of this fanciful school. 

And she langhM at her poor little kidght ; 
While I thought her a goddess, she thought me a fool. 

And I '11 swear gke was most in the right. 

My soul was now oalmi till, by Clorls's looks. 

Again I was tempted to rove ; 
But Clorit, I fonnd, was so learned in books, 

Tb^t she gave me more logic than love ! 
So I left this young Sappho, and basten'd to fly 

To those sweeter logicians in bliss, 
Who argue the point with a souI-telUng eye. 

And convince us at once with a kiss ! 

Oh I Susan was then all the world unto me. 

But Susan was piously given; 
And the worst of it was, we could never agree 

On the road that was shortest to Heaven I 
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«« Oh, SmaD!** I 're Mid, in tikeimomtits of mirtli, 
*• What*8 defMioti'to thM or tojinet . 

I doToutly beliere^tiiere's a Heaven 'oo earth, 
And believe that tMU HeaV'n fs in thee /»* 

« * • * • 



A FRAGMENT. 

TO . 

*Ti8 night, the spectred hoar is nigh ! 

Pensive I hear the moaning blast, 

Passing, with sad sepolehf al sigh, 

My lyre that hangls negleeted by. 

And seems lo monm tor pleasures past I 

That lyre was onee<iAtnn'd for thee 

To many a lay of fonddelight. 

When all thy daya were giv'n to «e< 

And mine was every blissful night* 

How oft I've languishM by thy side. 

And while my heart's InzttHant tide 

Ran in wild riot through my veins, 

I 've wak*d such sweetly-madd'ning strains, 

As if by inspiration's fire 

My soul was blended with my lyre I 
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Oil ! wbile io ever/ faf nting note 
We heard tfafeiroids tif pt^doii^tit 
While, lio thf btoe ditsolTiiig^glance, 
I 'f e raptiir*d read tbisr boiemf^ tmoe« 
I 've song and treabled, kissM and gang ; 
Till, as we mingle breath with breath. 
Thy bnming kisses parch mjr tongue, 
Hy hands drop listless on the Ijrre, 
And, murmuring Uke « fwan in death. 
Upon thy bosom I expire I 
Yes, I indeed remember well 
Those hours of pleasure past and o*er; 
Why have I liv'd th^r sweets to tell? 
To tell, but never feel them more 1 
I should haye died, have sweetly died, 
|n one of those^lmpassionM dreams, 
WhenUmguid^ silent on thy breast. 
Drinking thine eyes* delidone beams. 
My soul has flutter*d fromUs^est,, 
And on thylif i«at parHerBW^^ii ^ 
Oh ! dying thus H.death of lere* 
To Heav'n how dtaf ly.fh»nl|i/l go ! 
He well might hope f for ioys>above, 
Who had begun them ^enebelewl 
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Whbrb Is the nymph; whose azmre eye 
Can shine through rapture's tear ! 

The sun has sunk, the moon is hif h, 
And yet she comes not here I 

Was that her footstep on the hiU— 
Her Toice apon the galet— 

No, *twas the whid, and all is still, 
Oh» maid of MafUnd^ f 

Come to me, love, I*fe wander'd far, 
Tis past the promls'd hour; 

Come to me, love, the twilight star 
Shall gnid^jtfaieejto my/Jbow'r. 



SONG. 



Whbn Time who steals our years away. 
Shall steal our pleasures too, 

The memVy of the past will stay, 
And half our joys 1 
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Then, Chloe, when thy beauty's flowV 

Shall feel the wintry air. 
Remembrance will recal the hour 

When thou alone weri fair. 

Then XaXk no more of future gloom ; 

Our joys shall always last $ 
For hope shall brighten days to come, 

And mem*ry gild the past I 

Come, Chloe, fill the genial bowl, 
I drink to lo? e andttuM : . 

Thou noTor canst decay in fMiul, 
Thou 'It still be young for me. 

And as thy lips the tear-drop ehase. 
Which on my cheek they find, 

So hope shall steal away the trace 
Which sorrow leaves behind. 

Then fill the bowl— away with gloom I 

Our joys shall always last; 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And mem'ry gild the past. 

But mark, at thoughit of future years 
When loTe shall lose its soul. 

My Chloe drops her timid tear«, 
They mingle with my bowl. 
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How like this bowl of wine, my fair, 

Our loTing life sliall fleet ; 
Though teftrs mty sonetimeg mingle there, 

The draught will still be sweet. 

Then fill the bowl !— away with gloom, 

Our joys shall always last; 
For hope will btighten days to come, 

And mem*ry gild the past. 



THJBSflaiME. 



Mt fates had destin'd me to roYe 
Along, long pilgrimage of lo?e; 
And many an altar on my way 
Has lar*d my pious steps to atay ; 
Fof, If the aahit was young and fhir, 
I tam'd and sung my tespera there. 
This, from a you^fal pUgrhn'^ llrb, 
Is what your pretty saints require : 
To pass, nor tell a single bead, 
With them would be prqfane indeed I 
But trust me, all this young devotion 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion ; 
And, ev*ry Aumft^ aZtor past, 
i now hare reachM the shrink at last I 
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REUBEN AND ROSE, 

JL TILE OF ReHANCE. 

TBI dftrkneas which bung upon Willorabcr|f*i Willi 
Haa long been reinpmber'd with awe and dUmaj 1 

For years tiot a sunbeam had played in iU halh, 
A ad it seem*d as shut owl from the regions of day ; 

Thoufb the t alleys were brighten 'd by many a boam, 
Yet none could tlie wooda of the cflstle iUatno ^ 

And the lightning, which flashed on the neigbbouring 
stream, 
Fiew brtcki as if fearing to enter the gloom I 

" Oh ! when aholl this hor?lble darknew dlspei^e r * 
Said WiLliimberg*s lord to tba aaer nf the cave;— 

^* It can never dispel/' aaid the wixard of f erse^ 
" Till the bright star of chivalry's sunt in the water' 

And whd was the brlgbt star of chivalry then t 
Who could be but Iteuben, the flowV of the nf f t 

For Reuben was first in Ihe combiit of men, 
Though Youth bad scarce written Ma name on bet 

page. 

For WilLunib^rg's daughter hl$ bo^ui had boat, 
For Rose, who was bright as rtae spirit of dawnt 



^o^Ie 
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When with wand dropping diamonds, and siWery feet, 
It walks o'er the flow'rs of the mountain and lawn ! 

Must Rose, then, from Reuben so fatally sever ? 

Sad, sad were the words of the man in the cave, 
That darkness should cover the castle for ever. 

Or Reuben be sunk in the merciless wave I 

She flew to the wizard—'' And tell me, oh tell ! 

Shall my Reuben no more be restor'd to my eyes ?"-^ 
** Yes, yesi-^when a spirit shall toll the great ^ell 

Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben shall rise 1" 

Twice, thrice he repeated *' Your Reuben shall rise!" 
And Rose felt a moment's release firom her pain ; , 

She wip'd, while sl^ listen'd, the tears from her eyes. 
And she hop'd she might yet see her hero again ! 

Her hero could smile at the terrors of deiatb. 
When he felt that he died for the sire of bis Rose ; 

To the Oder he flew, and there plunging beneath. 
In the lapse of the billows soon found his repose.*^ 

How strangely the order of destiny foils !-« 

Not long in the waters the warrior lay. 
When a sunbeam was seen to glance over the walls, 

And the castle of Willnmberg bask'd in tbe ray I 
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All, all b«t the fonl of the maid was in lifht. 
There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank: 

Two days did she wander, and all the long night. 
In quest of her love, on the wide rirer's bank. 

Oft, oft did she pause for the telt of tiie bdl. 
And she heard but the breathings of night la the air ; 
Long, long did she gase on the watery swell. 
And she saw but the foam of the white Ullow there. 

And often as midnight its ^eil wemld undraw. 
As she look'd at the light of the moon in the stream. 

She thought 'twas his helmet of siWer she saw. 
As the curl of the surge glltter*d high in tho beam. 

..f • .1 ' ^ ■,■* J ■ , ^.. *■#. .1 .' . , 

And'oo w the third* nigirt ■wa»'beg8HBbg4li»aky, 
Poor Rose on the eold dewy margsat reelin'd. 

There weptHU the tear almost froze in her eye. 
When,— hark I—'twas the liell that eamo deep in the 
wiltdl '•' >'•■• ' ' • > ■• . ..•..-. 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade^ 
A fam o'er the waters in majesty glide f ' 

She knew Hwas her love, though his eheek was deoay'd. 
And his heltaiiHif aiNer waa wash^ by the Me. 



Was tiys what the seer of the caye had foretold 7— 
Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot a gleam ; 
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Twas Reuben, bn^alil be was deatUr «Bd e<ri4r 
And fleeted away li^e tbe «peU of a dream! 

Twice, tbrice did be rise* asd as clUa ^ tbeoght 
Firom the banic to embrace Mm, but nerer, ah I never ! 

Then springinff belMwlh, tV« Wk^ «ha Mgltib 
And sunk to repose oalte Iri mmu Ut enr I 

■■anoB iwiatrt 



A T^»*a. 
Anralwillevlri; t^V^ Aalbr. lid. fi. eUs. Yi. 

Tbb happy day 4i Itfigtb arriy^ct 

WhenRiqpert was to Wed 
The fidrest maid in Siikotfy, 

Andtakehettotiisb^d. 

• I dionld M ttftii to (ItfMt tbkt tty YfiAiA UilA ihj t^^kwh inten- 
Uoiu of frightening the nursery b^ tM* iOtSi I VltKef iHiljplb— though 
the manner ofit lead! «fe fe desM'-^flnt hi* &Mg^ iim to VldicBle 
that distempered taste, which prefers tkow monstert of the fuicjr to 
the ** speeiom Bifaenla*' of tme poetie fmagiimtioa. 

I find, by a note in thenaMuevijpt, tM he net «Naihitet«nr in a 
German author, Fsmumam upon FMctfuaiofit Book iii. pait Ti.chap. 
18. On consolting the w6rk, 1 perceii« that f'aoMiiAw quotes it finm 
BBI.UACIK8IS, amoni; nitfny m^i HoHh e^da/Afy dt^flial and 
interesting.— E. 

I 
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As soon as morn was in the sky. 

The feast and sports began ; 
The men admir'd the happy maid, 

The maids the happy man. 

In many a sweet deyiee of mirth 

The day was pass'd along; 
And some the featly dance amus'd. 

And some the dnloet song. 

The younger maids with Isabel 
Disported through the bowers, 

And deck'd her robe, and crown'd her head 
With motley bridal flowers. 

The matrons all in rich attire, 

Within the castle walls, 
Sat listening to the choral strains 

That echo'd through the halls. 

Young Rupert and his friends repaired 

Unto a spadous court. 
To strike the bounding tennis-ball 

In feat and manly sport. 

The bridegroom on his finger had 

The wedding-ring so bright. 
Which was to grace the lily hand 

Of Isabel that night. 
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And feariiig he might bretk the gem^ 

Or lose it in the play. 
He look'd around the court, to see 

Where he the ring might lay. 

Now in the court a statue stood. 
Which there full long had been : 

It was a Heathen goddess, or 
Perhaps a Heathen queen. 

Upon its marble finger then 

Hetriedtheringtofit; 
And, thinking it was safest there, 

Thereon he fastened it. 

And now the tennis sports went on. 
Till they were wearied all. 

And messengers announc'd to them 
Their dinner in the hall. 

Young Rupert for his wedding-ring 

Unto the statue went ; 
But, oh I how was he shock'd to find 

The marble finger bent I 

The hand was clos*d upon the ring 
With firm and mighty clasp ; 

In Yain he tried, and tried, and tried, 
He could not loose the grasp I 
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How sore swrpyit^ mm E«f)|iil^8r«M^ 

As well his mind mighl b^ ; 
•' I *U come/* qvoHi he, «^ «f nlghttfii^ 

When none are here tmtm**^ 



tie went unto the t^tt^ aM i 

He thought npoa his fiftf : 
And much he wonder*d whet toold mean 

So very strange a thing I 

The feast was o'er, and to tiie oovrl 

He went without delay, 
llesolf'd to break the marUe hand. 

And force the ring away ! 

But maric a stranger wtmdar still— 
The ring was there no more ; 

Vet was the marble hand nnpfrasp^ 
And open as before. 

He seareh'd the base, and ail the eoirli 

And nothin^^ could he fM^ 
But to the castle did return 

With sore bewUder'd mind. 

Within he foimd them all in mirth, 

The night in dancing flew ; 
Yhe youth another ring procur*d. 

And none the adventure Imew. 
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And now the priest has joinM their htnds, 

The hours of love advance ! 
Rupert almost forgets to think 

Upon the morn's misohanee. 

Within the bed fair Isabel 

In blushing sweetness lay^ 
Like flowers, ball-open*d by the dawa» * 

And waiting for the day. 

And Rupert, by her/lovely akit^ 

In youthful beauty glows,' 
Like Phoebus, -when be bteds to cist 

His beams upon a rose I . 

And here my song sbetold iea? ethmft boUi, 

Nor let the rest be told, 
But for the bertid/ horrid tale 

It yet has to unfold. i. . . 

Soon Rupert, *twixt his bride and him, 

A death-like carcass found ; 
He saw it not, but thought he felt 

Its arms embrace him round. 

He started ap, and then iretum'd. 

But found the phantom still ; 
In -vain he shrunk, it dipp'd him round, 

With damp and deadly chill. 

IS 
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And when he bent, the •arths^Hf a 

A kiss of horror ga^c ; 
*Twas like the smeH Arom dUimel yaulls^ 

Or from the movld'rinfp graTe. 

Ill-fated Rupert, wild and loud 

Thon eriedat to thy wUb, 
'* Oh I 'safw me from Ihia bttrld tead^ 

My Isabel I my life 1^' 



Bat Isabel had 

She lookM aromid kt Tail ; 
And much she mom^ the 

lliat raok'd her Riv<fft*B bvai^. 

At length from thl* iaviiiUe 
These words to Rnpeirteane i 

(OhOodl while ha did liear the «Off^» 
What terrors shook Ms fhame SX 



'^HnsbMdlhMteidl IHAtbtHic 

Thou gaT'st uHte t» lii ; 
And thou 'rt te m« for efov fv^ 

AsIamwedtOillMei" 

And aU the nig^ (|^ aenioa l#F 

Ck>ld-chilling ^y) i|is 8i4e,^ 
And str^'4 ^\m w^b ^mh deMiy gn$^ 

He thought he 4)MmlA lyilO «|Ml I 
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But when tke dawn of dttf wai Btar^ 

The horrid phanlolA fait 
And left the affiriglrtad yontkto weep 

By bahel in bedU 

All, allthatda^aBloaaif ^aad 
Was seen on Rnp^ert's hrewt i 

Fair Isabel WMltteadM^sad, 
But strode to. oheer h«»ip0UMi 

And, as thadayM'taiipNl, hartM^^ 
Of coming night wlA fmtt 

Ah! that he mist with, lentforHsw 
The bed that sl»«lMe 4muc ^ 

At length tiM seeoaA night anrlt U 
Again their ceneh they presMidi; 

Poor Rupert iMpAi that idl wa»o>*^ 
And looked for lo?e4ui*Taft« 

But oh ! when nMWgbt^eattiev agite 

The fiend was at hi»Bi<)e^ 
And, as it strain'tMmki its grasp. 

With howl exalting ■eiied,-'** 

«' Husband ! biiiAaa(l!i i'Wthi riag, 
The ring thou gsnp>*Bt to ae-; 

And thon^rt to^me for ever wed, 
As I am wed to thee 1** 
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In agony of wild despair, 

Ite started from tbe bed ; 
And thns to his beirilder'd wife 

The trembling Rupert said : 

'* Oh, Isabei ! doet thou not see 

A shape of horrors here, . 
That strains me to the deadly kiss. 

And keeps me from my dear?'* 

'*No, no, mylOTeL my Rupert, I 

No shape of horrors see ; 
And mnch I monm the phantasy 

That keeps my dear from me I" 

This night, jost like the night before, 

In terrors pas8'd.away. 
Nor did the demon Tanish thenoe 

Before the dawn of day. 

Says Rupert then, ''My Isabel, 

Dear partner of my woe. 
To Father Aostin's holy eaye 

This instant will I go.** 

Now Austin was a re«erend man. 
Who acted wonders maint. 

Whom all the conntry round beliey'd 
A rl^vilora saint! 
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To Father A«9tfai% holy oaye 

Then Rupert went ftoU stv^ffht. 
And told him «U« and aik^d Urn how 

To remedy hU fate. 

The fkther heard Ihoyouti^ aa4Aan 

Retir'd awhile to pray ; 
And haling pti^M ftnr half an hour, 

RetnmM, and that did any s 

*' There is a plaoa iriiara iowr aaada meal) 

WhidiilwiUtelltolhea; 
Be there this e?e^ at Ihll «f nighty 

And list what thou shalt aaa. 

« 

<» Thou 'It see a groi^p of iifiWM pM« 

In strange disorder^ orowdi, 
Tray'ling by torah4lghl IhVfiM^ the f o«Aii, 

linth noises straog^ imd Um4* 

«' And one tlMit'9l^«lK»fe4ie rfs|« 

Terrific towevtag 9*nt 
Will mate thea lA»w him at a gkuHie, 

So I need say no moi«. 

'' To him frcim we thfise tf hW^ gif e, 

They '11 soon be uadertto^ ; 
Thou ne^df^ no< fear* but giff them «trajigbt» 

i 'ye serawlM them nl^ mf. hloiod T* 
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The night-fall came, and Ri^ielrt aM 

In pale dmasement went 
To where the cross-roads met^ and hfe 

Was by the Father sent. 

Audio! a groap of figures came 

In strange disorder*^ crowd, 
f ray'ling by torch-light through the roads» 

With noises strange and lovd. 

And, as the gloomy train adnuie'd, 

Rupert beheld from ftur 
A female form of wanton nden 

Seated upon a car. 

And Rupert, as he gaz*d upon 

The loosely-vestod dame, 
Thought of the marUe statue's look, 

For hers was just th^ same. 

Behind her wallcM a hideous farm, 
With eye-balls flashing deilh $ 

Whene'er he breath*d, a sulphurM smoke 
Came burning in his breatl» I 

He seem'd the first of all the crowd; 

Terrific towering o*er ; 
"Yes, yes,*' said Rupert, •Mhisishe, 

And I need ask no more.** 
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Then slow he went, and to this fiend 

The tablets trembling gave. 
Who look'd and read thani ^^th a yeli 

That would disturb the grave. 

And when he saw the blood-scrawl'd name. 

His eyes with fury shine ; 
'* I thought," cries he, *' his time was out, 

But he must soon be mine I 

Then darting at the youth a look, 

Whieh rent his soul with fear. 
He went unto the Temale fiend, 

And whispered in her ear. 

The female fiend no sooner heard. 

Than with reluctant look. 
The very ring that Rupert lost. 

She from her finger took. 

And, giving it unto the youth. 
With eyes that breath'd of hell, 

She said, in that tremendous voice, 
Which he remember'd well : 

'' In Austin's name take back the ring^ 
^ Theringthougav'sttome: 
And thou 'rt to me no longer wed, 
Nof longer I to thee." 
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He took theilDg^ tko Nri»bte pMi'4, 
He home retuin'd mgtSt ; 

Hi8 wifef was tlMJ& tl» fcafr y ieol iU^, 
The happiest lie of i 



SONG. 
ON TBEWBtm^Af « MBB. * 



Of all my happiest honra of joy. 
And eyen I hate had my mea^UM, 

When hearts were fall, and eyVy eye 
Has kindled With the beams of j^l^tetfre f 

Sneh honrs as this I ne*er was giTen, 
So dear to friendship^ dear to blisses; 

Yomig LoTe himself looks down from HeaTen, 
To smile on such a day as this is r 

Thenohl my frioMda, titftlmriiniNm^ 
Let's feel aa if we«^'er oould aever I 

And may *e birth «f her we loTo 
Be thus with joy rtambered of er I 
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Oh I banish w^ i^ion^^^^^t^i 
Which COM dtottiOi 4we 9oW» eowMMkUn I 

AbandonM th«i M 4toft» 40l%H 
Wd 'II e*«ti Ibf MM l^w««l ^i» Unitn t 

On that let tUtasmen try their powVs, 
And tremble o*er the rights they'd die for ; 

The union of the soul be ears, 
And every vnio^ eUe we ^gh for ! 

Then oh ! my friends, this hour improTO, 
Let's ^eei as if we ne'er could sever : 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever f 

In ev'ry eye around I mark 

The feelings of the heart o'erflowing ; 
From ev'ry soul I catch the spark 

Of sympathy in friendship glowing 1 

Oh ! could such moments ever fly ; 

Oh I that we ne'er were doom'd to lose 'em ; 
And all as bright as Charlotte's eye, 

And all as pure as Charlotte^i bosom. 

But oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 
Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

K 
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For me, whatever my «p«ii of ^yMrs* 
Wliatever *vm ma|r light my rofing ; 

Whether I wa^te my life ia tears. 
Or life, as new, for .mirth atfd.loirlilgi 

Tliis day shall eome ^th aspeet kind, 
Wherever fate may cast your rover ; 

He'll think of those he left behind. 
And drink a health to bliss thaft^ over! 

Then oh! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her vr? love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever I 



TO A BOY, 

WITB A WAVOB. 
WttlTTBN FOR A FRIEND. 



Is it not sweety beloved youth, 
To rove through Erudition's bowers, 

And cull the golden fruits of truth. 
And gather Fancy*s brilliant flowers f 
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Aad is itnot nore swedt than this, 
To feel thy pai^entit' hearts approving^ 

And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The dear, the endless debt of loving? 

It must be 1k> to thee, ^y youth ; 

With this idea toil is lighter ; 
This sweetens all %he fniitts of truth, 

And hiakes the floWers of fkncy brighter ! 

The little gift^ we send thee, boy. 
May sometimes teach thy soul to pondiftr, 

If indolence or syren joy 
iBhdttId ever tempt that soul to wandei*. 

'Twill tell thee that the winged day 
Can ne^er be chain'd by man's endeavour; 

That life and'time shall fade away, 
While Heav'n and virtue bloom for ever ! 



IPRAGMENTS OF COLtEGE EXERCISES. 

Ndbilltat tola est atqQe unica ▼iitut. . Juv. 

Mabk those proud boast^s of « splendid Iine« 
Like gihled ruins, mouldering white they shine, 
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How heavy sits tbmt weight of aHen afaov. 
Like martial helm upon an inftiBl'a l^rpw ; 
Those borrow*d splendotirSf wfaoio eonttastfaig light 
Throws baek the nati?e shades la de^er night. 

Ask the proud train who glory's shade PPH«0, 
Where are the arts by which that gl*fy gnw t 
The genuine yirto^s th^t if^th ^figfr ga«97 
Sought young Renown in ail her orient bla«e I 
Where is the heart by chymic truth refin'd. 
The exploring soul, whose « ye hud r«a4 mankind t 
Where ar^ the links that Cwfi^'d, with heav*i4y art. 
His country's interest round th# patriot's li#ait ? 
Where is the tong^^ Ihat P(Pf|^t«r*4 WQrda of ftre ? 
The spirit breathing through the poet's lyre ? 
Do these deseen4 with %\\ t\^ ^lUe ef liame 
Which ?i^y witter^ m nofruUfM) HM"*? 



Jif^ tellvn inllP!^ B^«9W»i^m, ^ lii|L upf 4Pftp» MdH 
in wmto relinqaitiir spes. Lnr r. 



Is there no Mil, QP RQPieorat^ ca99e« 
Appro?*d by H^t'e. ordnln'd \^y nMare'* iew«» 
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Where justice flies the herdd of ^ur m^y^ ^ 

And truth's pure b'eams tipon the bftnners play? 

Yes, there 's a call sweet as an angeVa forteth ' 
To slumb*ring babes, or innoceace in death; 
And urgent as thetttiigwi of Hea?*h wUhio, 
When the mffld^s balance trembles upon aiiK 

Oh ! *tis our eountfy's voice, whose clfto should meet 
An echo in the soul's most deep retreat ; 
Along the heart's responding string should run, 
Nor let a tone there vibrate — ^but the one! 



SON<l* 



Mart, Ibeliev'dtb^ethie^ < • 

And I was blest in thub bUitfting ; i / 

But now I mourn that e'er I knew 
Agirlsofairandsdtlaeeivihgi > . 

Few have ever lov*d like, me,-* 
Oh! I haore lov'd thee too sincerely 1 

And few have e'er deceiv'd like thee,— 
Alas i, deceived me too, severely I 

• I believe these words were adaptedf by Mr. Little io tlie pathetic 
Scotch air "Galla Wftten*'-'B. 

K« 
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Pare thee w#H ? y^ tl^P^aifWlf 
9q ^H^ w\\Qf^ bpf pnn Wp^ds to 4pubt tli«e 5 

Who now would rather trust that smile, 
And die "wifh thee than lire without thoe I 

Fare the* 'Mil I I 'U ttok loC the«, 
Thott ttav'«iiii§ mimy a Itttt^ tplfn; 

For see, distractiag woman ! see. 
My peaee k gone, my heart is broken! 
Fare thee welV I 



SONG. 



Why does azoro 4Me Iht sky t 
Tis to be like thy looks of blue ; 

Why is red the rofo^t dya ? 
Beeaii99 it id th|r bltehos' fa«e« 

All that's huy by Loto*s deor«o» 

Has been m^e reiambliDg Ihael 

Why is faUinif snow so white. 
Bat to be like thy bosom ftiir t 

Why are solar beams so bright t 
That they may soem thy golden hair t 

All %h^p > W^h^f \fj LoYe*s decree^ 

Has been made resemblipg th«e I 
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Why are iiatiir»*& hMnU^sieit | 
Ohl 'tis thine U her W4 »e« I 

Why hat maiic pover ta malk? 
Oh ! because it iqpieaks liJ(i| thita* 

All that's sweet, by lAiwn*B depree« 

Has been made resemMngf thee! 



MORAWTY. 

A PAMUIAR BFISTIA. 

APOAf MPD TO 

J. AT— NS— N, ESQ. M.R.I.A.* 

Thouoh long at sehool and college doah^r* 
On books of f hyme and books of prasing. 
And copying from tbaif moral pages. 
Fine recipes for forming sages ; 
Though long with those dlfines at wihooU 
Who think to make ns good by mle; 
Who, In methodic fonps a4va9elQg> 
Teaching morality like ^ianetoCt 

• The centleman to w^ooi tUs poem to addraaed to Uie author ^ 
oome erteened woiko, and was Mr. Lttfle't mort particnlar friend. 
I ba?e heard Mr. little VMj fteqnoBtly 9Q«k of biq^ as one In whom 
** the elements wen so mixed,** timt neither in hto head nor heart had 
«atve left any deicieBoyd— B. 
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Tell us, for Heav'n ©r money -s sake. 
What Mteps we are Armagh life to tiike : 
Though thus, myft*iend, so long employ *d. 
And so much midftight oH destroyed, 
I must confess, my searches past, . 
I only learn'd to dovbt at last. 

I find the doctors and the sages 
Ha?e diflfer'd in all climes and ages. 
And two in fifty scarce agree' 
On what is pure morality ! 
'Tis like the rainbow's shifting zone. 
And every vision makes its owil. 

The doclora of the Porch advise. 
As modes of l>eia^ great and wise. 
That we should cease to own or k»ow >. < 

The luxuries that from feelittg flow. .' 

** Reason aloile must eiaim direction^ 
And Apathy 's the sours perfection. 
Like a dull lake the heart m«8l tto ; 
Nor passion's gale nor ^ettsiire's^ aigb. 
Though Heav*n the breeze, the breath supplied, 
Must curl the wave or swell the tide {)* 

Such was the rigid Zeno's plan 
To form his philosophic man ; 
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Saeh were the modes he taught manldad 
To weed the garden of the mind ; 
They tore away some weeds^ 'tis trae, 
Bat all the /oip'r# were ravlsh'd too ! 

Now listen to the wily str«loa. 
Which, on Cyren6*s sandy plftiOfy 
When Pleasure, nymph with |«o»en*d ^one, 
Usnrp'd the phaosophi« throne i 
Hear what the courtly sagVd* tongue 
To his surrounding pupils f«ng : 

** Pleasure's the only noble end 
To which all human powVs should tend, 
And "Virtue gives herHeaT*nly lore, 
But to make Plearare please ns more ! 
Wisdom and she were both deslgn*d 
To make the senses more refined, 
That man might reTel, free from cloying, 
Then most a sage, wh^n most enjoying T* 

Is this morality ?— Oh, no ! 
E'en I a wiser path could showt 
The flowV within this yase confin'd. 
The pure, the unfading flowV nf mind. 
Must not throw all its sweets away 
Upon a mortal mould of olay ; 

• Ariftlppui. 
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No, no ! its richest breath should rise 
In firtue's incense to the skies ! 

Bat thus it is, all sects vre see 
Have watch-words of morality : 
Some cry out Venus, others Jove ; 
Here 'tis religion, there 'tis love f 
But while they thus so widely wander, 
While mystics dream, and doctors ponder ; 
And some, in dialecties firm^ 
Seek virtue in a middle terM : 
While thus they strive, in HeavVs defiance^ 
To chain morality with science ; 
The plain good man, whose actions teach 
More virtue than a sect can preach. 
Pursues his course, unsagely blest, 
His tutor whisp'rin^ in his breast : 
Nor could he act a purer part, 
Though he had Tully all by heart ; 
And when he drops the tear on woe ; 
He little knows or cares to know . . 
That Epictetus blam'd that tear. 
By Heav'n approvM, td virtue dear ! 

Oh ! when I've seen the morning beam 
Floating within the dimpled stream ; 
While Nature, wak'niog from tfie night, 
Has just put on her robes of light, . 
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Have I, with cold optician^s grake, 
ExplorM the doctrine of those' rays ? 
No, pedants, I have left to you 
Nicely to sep'rate hue from hue : 
Go, gi?e that moment up to art, 
When Heav*n and nature claim the heart ; 
And, dull to all their best attraction. 
Go— measure angles of refraction I 
While I, in feeling's sweet romance, 
Look on each day-beam as a glance 
From the great eye of Him above, 
Wak'ning his world with looks of love I 



THE NATAL GENIUS, 

AOSBAK. . 

TO — , 

THB MORNING OF HBR BIRTH-DAT. 

In witching lumbers of the night, 
\ dream*d I was the airy sprite 

That on thy natal moment tm|rd; 
And thought I waftvd on my wing 
Those flow'rs which in ElyBiom spring, 

To crown my lovely mortal child. 
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With olive- bran cb I bound thy head^ 
Heartsease along thy path I sbed, 

Which was to bloom through all thy yem 
Nor yet did I forget to bind 
Love's roses, with his myrtle twln'd. 

And dewM by sjmpatbetic tears. 

Such was the wild but precious boon. 
Which Fancy, at her magftc noon, 

Bade me to Nona^s image pay — 
Oh ! were I lof t^ thus doom'd to bo 
Thy Httle gunrdtau deity. 

How blest are and tby stepa I 'd play I 

Thy life should softly steal along, 
Calm as some lonely shepherd's aong 

That's beard at distance in the grove; 
No cloud should ever shade thy iJsy, 
No thorns along thy pathway lie. 

But all be sunshine, peace, and lore ! 

The wing of Time ahould never brush 
Thy dewy Hp'a luxuriant flush. 

To bid its roses withering die ; 
Nor age itself, though dim and dark, 
Should ever quench a single spark 

That flasbei from my Nona's eye I 
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